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TOGETHER 


FIRST YOU INSULT МЕ, АМО THEN 
YOU TEAR UP MY CERTIFICATE. 


| ONLY GRABBED YOUR 


BUT... 
$T JACKET AS HARD AS THIS. 


His POSSI 


WHAT'S THE IDEA, 
GIVE IT BACK! 


SAY, ARENT WE 


~ | LOOK NOW...THE ROOTS ARE STILL 
HUMID. WITH A LITTLE LUCK IT'LL GOING TOO FAR? 
| BE IN BLOSSOM BY SPRING. 


UNCIVIL BOOR „WHERE ARE 
YOUR MANNERS ? ONE NEVER 
OFFERS ONE'S LEFT HAND ! 
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QUII HAT WAS IT THAT 
SHADOWED “МВ. 

JELLY ROLL, NUMBER ONE 

НОГ BAND LEADER OF THE 


IN FRONT OF А М 
PHONE AT THE LIBRARY 
OF CONGRESS AND BEGAN 


CES WER 
BRING ABOUT HIS DOWN- 
FALL.... 


WHEN 1 WAS А YOUNG MAN, THESE П was IN THE MUSIC PUB— 

HOODOO PEOPLE WITH THEIR UNDER- LISHING BUSINESS. ENERYBODY 

GROUND STUFF HELP МЕ ALONG. WAS WRITING ME FOR BANDS 

AND FOR MUSIC AND FOR RADIO 

PROGRAMS, AND 1 HAD MORE 
OR! Do 


TL BUMPED INTO A WEST-INDIAN 
GUY WHO WAS FOOLING AROUND WITH 
THE MUSIC PUBLISHING BUSINESS IN 

AN OFFICE So SMALL YoU COULDN'T 
TURN AROUND IN IT. 
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TTA 
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e tad 


yl 


у» M - 
S 


I KINDA LIKED THIS GUY AND WANT- 
ED TO GIVE HIM A BREAK. AND BESIDES, 
AS 1 HAD DECIDED To FORM A MONOPOLY 
AND PUT MY MONEY BEHIND A LOT OF MY 
TYPE BANDS WITH THE MAIN OFFICE LO- 
CATED IN LOS ANGELES 1 NEEDED A СОМ- 
FIDENTIAL PARTNER то HANDLE THE 


THIS GUY SAID HE GOULD TYPE AND 

DO ACCOUNTING, SO 1 GAVE HIM A 

BREAK AND TOOK HIM INTO THE 

Finn AS A PARTNER, KEEPING ALL 
Е PROPERTY IN MY NAME. 


І ASSURED HIM 1 DIDN'T WANT ТО 
MAKE НІМ AN OFACE BOY, BUT THE 
SON-OF-A-GUN WAS JEALOUS OF ME. 
НЕ DIDNT WANT TO HANDLE. THE 

MUSIC COUNTER AND TOLD МЕ 1 WAS 
HIGH- HAT BECAUSE 1 KEPT MY DOOR 
CLOSED. 1 HAD то HAVE IT QUIET 


FOR MY ARRANGING AND COMPOSING. 
1 GUESS HE HATED ME BECAUSE HE 
WAS SUCH A POOR EXCUSE FOR TALENT 
HIMSELF. 


NEW YORK END. LH 


,” 
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ONCE І HEARD THIS OLD МАМ TELL 
MY WEST-INDIAN PARTNER THAT SUCH- 
AND-SUCH A WOMAN WAS МО GOOD. 


ВИ LISTEN. THAT WOMAN AIN'T ӘӘ 
PAID МЕ WHAT SHE OWES МЕ. SESS 
„> IF IT HADN'T BEEN FOR ME, SHE 
WOULDN'T'A HAD A QUARTER? ce 
NOW SHE HAS A FLEET OF 
TRUCKS, AND |5 DOING BUSI- 
NESS WITH THE SUBWAY 
== COMPANY, — 


Маму EVEN- 
INGS 1 USED 
To DRIVE 
HIM HOME TO 
BROOKLYN 
IN W UN- 


К 


a qum MOOT) 
: у 


SOMETIME LATER ON THE WEST-INDIAN 
REMARKED То ME THAT THIS WOMAN 
HAD LOST EVERYTHING SHE HAD. HE 
TOLD M& THE OLD MAN HAD А BOOK, 
LIKE AN ENCYCLOPEDIA, FULL OF 
Е CHARMS THAT NEVER FAIL. IF THE PO- 
„В | LICE CAUGHT HIM WITH THAT BOOK, 
RIGHT IN THE JAIL HE WOULD GO. 


7 Y 22 


ALRIGHT, YOU МАТ. 

(МА MONTH SHE 
WON'T HAVE / 
ANYTHING ° 


Har PUT ME TO THINKING AND 
WONDERING IF MY PARTNER HAD 
PUT ANYTHING ON ME THROUGH 
THIS OLD MAN. 


WELL, г FOUND 
о 


DO ACCOUNTING, 
HE COULD HARD- 
LX COUNT ON 


WHAT'S THE IDEA OF 
TAKING MY MUSIC OUT OF 
HERE AND GIVING IT TO 


THESE OTHER COMPANIES 22 


DON'T YOU REALIZE 
YOU'RE SELLING OUT 
FOR PEANUTS WHEN 


P ГМ TRYING TO GO 


FOR THE MILLIONS €/ 


HIS FINGERS, 
MUCH LESS TYPE. 
THEN 1 DISCOV- 
ERED THAT HE 
WAS STEALING 


SELLING IT TO 
A BIG HIGH- 
POWERED FIRM 
AND 1 KNEW 
1 WOULD HAVE 
TO KICK HIM 
OUT. .., 


1 TOLD HIM THAT OUR CONTRACT DIDN'T MEAN 
ANYTHING IF ONE OF THE PARTNERS DIDN'T PLAY 
FAIR. I SHOWED HIM І HAD THE GOODS ON HIM. 


MORTON, EVERYTHING ) 
IN THIS OFFICE IS IN MY 
м 


\ v. 


1 ; 
Der ER 


DON'T HIT HIM 
IN HERE/ HE'LL 


| LOSE EVERYTHING É 
YOU НАМЕРУ гт 


1 


І HAD A YOUNG LADY WORKING FOR ME BY 
THE NAME OF BILLY YOUNG. SHE WAS AN ACT- 
RESS FRIEND WHO WAS DOWN ОМ HER LUCK .., 
AFTER 1 KICKED THE WEST INDIAN OUT SHE 


WE PULLED UP THE RUG NEAR 
THE DOOR AND THERE, UNDERNEATH, 
WERE FOUR DIFFERENT COLORS OF 


WE STARTED SEARCHING THE 
OFFICE. WE FOUND POWDER SPRIN 
KLED EVERYWHERE. THERE 


POWDER. ; GRAY, WHITE, BROWN AND 
PINK. 


WASN'T A PIECE OF STATIONERY 


TOLD ME SHE HAD NOTICED THAT PEOPLE WOULD THAT WAS CLEAN OF IT/ 


соме TO THE DOOR AND STOP, SEEMINGLY UN- 
ABLE TO STEP ACROSS THE SILL. THAT WAS 
STRANGE TO HER, BECAUSE FORMERLY A LOT OF 
PEOPLE CAME TO THE OFFICE. 


BILLY TOOK A DRINK OF WATER 
OUT OF A PAPER CUP AT THE 
WATER COOLER AND HER LIPS 
SWELLED UP AS BIG AS THE 
BUMPERS ON А BOXCAR / 
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І was GETTING WISE. 1 REALIZED | | But EVERYWHERE 1 WAS DIRECTED ТО LOOK 
THIS WAS SOME FUNNY BUSINESS HE HAD JUST MOVED AWAY, AND THERE WAS 
THE WEST INDIAN HAD DONE AND 1 | | SOMETHING IN MY MIND THAT MADE МЕ WA 
STARTED OUT TO FIND THE OLD MAN 
IN BROOKLYN. 1 KNEW HE WAS THE 
ONE. 1 PLANNED To SHOOT HIM ON 
SIGHT ANY PLACE 1 SEEN HIM. 


BEGAN TO THINK 1 HAD BETTER GET SOME HELP AND 
THAT WAS THE REASON 1 ATTENDED A SEANCE RUN BY 
A WOMAN NAMED MADAME ELISE. SHE ASKED ME FOR 
А HUNDRED DOLLARS AND GOT IT. 1 SEEN HER PUT HER HAND] | І TOOK ONE OF THEM BATHS, ТОО, AND SHE TOLD МЕ 
ON A WOMAN'S HEAD AND THIS WOMAN WENT OUT LIKE EVERYTHING WOULD ВЕ BETTER. ПТ S- x у 
A LIGHT AND STAYED OUT FOR THIRTY MINUTES. THAT —— = mm A ° 
PUT A FEAR INTO MY HEART. = = : 5 чии ДА дни Ш 


"HEN MADAME ELISE PRESCRIBED А BATH TO THIS 
WOMAN, A BATH COMPOSED OF THREE OR FOUR VIALS OF 
DIFFERENT WATER AND COSTING TWENTY-FIVE DOLLARS, 


5086 ENOUGH, 0.C,A. GOT ME SOME BOOKINGS 
THROUGH PENNSYLVANIA. I ORGANIZED A Goop 
BAND AND WE SET OUT WITH GREAT HOPES, 
AND IN TWO WEEKS WE WERE STRANDED | 
A HOTEL IN WASHINGTON, РА. = 


Г 


1 JUST WASN'T MYSELF ANYMORE. 1 
WALKED AROUND им A STUPOR. І 
WENT BACK ТО SEE MADAME ELISE, 
THEN 1 RESOLVED TO TAKE ACTION 
AND TO BEAT THE WEST INDIAN TO 
DEATH, BECAUSE MADAME ELISE 
TOLD ME IT WOULD HELP IF 1 
CAUGHT HIM AND DREW BLOOD. 


T REALIZE NOW THAT SHE 
WAS HELPING MY ENEMY, THE 
WEST INDIAN. 1 FOUND THIS 
POWDER ALLIN MY HATS. 

EVERY TIME 1 WOULD PUT 
ONE ON, IT FELT LIKE 1 HAD 
THE LIBRARY OF CONGRESS 
ON MY HEAD/ 


MADE IN MY BACKYARD WAS WAY 
UP OVER THE TOP OF MY HEAD. 


Чи. | 


МАРАМЕ ELISE PERSONALLY ORDERED| | I POURED ON THE KEROSENE AND STRUCK А 

ME TO CUT UP EVERY BIT OF CLOTHING MATCH; IT LIKE TO BROKE MY HEART То 

Т HAD AND BURNIT ALL. I ALWAYS НАР WATCH MY SUITS BURN. F 

A LOT OF CLOTHES AND THE STACK 1 S = С А 
\ WAY NSS — 


|| 


ІН SEEMS LIKE 1'M STILL BLURRY ABOUT | $ нЕ MOVIES CALLED МЕ ¿| IFINALLY | WENT TO THE NEW YORK DISTRICT AT- 
THAT DOGGONE THING IN NEW YORK. 1 |? TO HOLLYWOOD, BUT WHILE ç | TORNEY TO SEE WHETHER HE COULD PUT THE OLD 
SPENT THOUSANDS OF DOLLARS TRYING |91 WAS TRYING то бег МУ $ | MAN INJAIL ТО STOP HIM FROM WORKING AGAINST 
To GET THIS SPELL TAKEN OFF ME,BUT|? MEN, THEY DECIDED THEY М ME. HE TOLD ME THERE WAS МО LAW IN NEW YORK 
MY LUCK JUST GOT BLACKER AND BLACK- STATE TO PREVENT PEOPLE FROM WORKING IN THIS WAY. 
ER. 1 HAD JOBS ON JOBS OFFERED ТО aren 
МЕ, BUT IT GOT SO 1 COULDN'T бег THE |$ TON AND THIS WAS THE 
MEN TOGETHER TO MAKE A BAND. BEGINNING OF HIS GREAT 

: RISE. THE PALACE THEATRE 
WANTED ME AND 1 HAD 
THE SAME TROUBLE, AND 
THEN WAS WHEN CAB 


CALLOWAY GOT HIS 
START. J JOINED A 
SHOW AND THE SHOW 
FOLDED. І DECIDED 


TO QUIT THE MUSIC > w= г. Уу [ É 
Q TH l ` ; i W. > AN... 


АТИНИ 


) 


УРА! 
ха 


BUSINESS ALTOGETHER UE deerme 


AND 1 STARTED А (05- 
МЕПС COMPANY WHICH 
LOST МЕ THE LAST 
FEW PENNIES I HAD. 


/// 


I KNOW. | NURSED AND 
SUPPORTED HIM ALL DURING HIS 
LAST ILLNESS AFTER HE HAD 
DRIVEN ACROSS THE CONTINENT 
IN THE MIDST OF WINTER WITH 
‚ THAT BAD HEART OF HIS, 


JELLY WAS A VERY DEVOUT 
NEW YORK AND MOVED ТО CATHOLIC, BUT VOODOO, WHICH 
WASHINGTON, D.C., WHERE IS AN ENTIRELY DIFFERENT 


HE PLAYED PIANO ALONE RELIGION, HAD HOLD ОР 
AT "THE JUNGLE INN“, A HIM TOO, ч 
SMALL BLACK NIGHT CLUB. š Ж 
SEVERAL WEARS LATER, = а 


TN 1935 MORTON LEFT 


HE MADE A MODEST 
COME BACK DURING 
THE REVIVAL OF INTER- 
EST IN NEW ORLEANS 
JAZZ, BUT BY 1941 JELLY 
ROLL MORTON WAS 
DEAD. ALAN LOMAX 
INTERVIEWED MORTON'S 
FIRST WIFE, ANITA GON- 
ZALEZ, AFTER HIS DEATH. 
ANITA HADN'T SEEN HIM 
FOR TWENTY YEARS, BUT 
HE HAD RETURNED TO 
HER, BROKE AND SICK, 
NEAR THE END. 


Weu, every- 
THE WOMAN, LAURA HUNTER WHO RAISED BODY KNOWS M 
JELLY ROLL, WAS A VOODOO WITCH. YES, | | THAT BEFORE 


You CAN ВЕ- 
COME A WITCH 
YOU HAVE TO 
SELL THE PER- 
SON YOU LOVE 
THE BEST TO 
SATAN AS A 
SACRIFICE. 
LAURA LOVED 
JELLY BEST, 
JELLY ALWAYS Ë 
KNEW SHE'D 
SOLD HiM TO 
SATAN AND 


I'M TALKING ABOUT HIS GODMOTHER WHO 
USED TO ВЕ CALLED ЕШАЩЕ ECHO. SHE 
MADE ALOT OF MONEY AT VOODOO. РЕО- 
PLE WERE ALWAYS COMING TOHER FOR 
SOME HELP AND SHE WAS GIVING THEM 
BEADS ANP PIECES OF LEATHER AND ALL 


THAT. « 
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WOULD TAKE 
HIM DOWN 
WITH HER. 


ILAURA TAKEN SICK IN 1940 AND HERE 
come PD bos DRIVING HIS LINCOLN 
ALL THE WAY FROM NEW YORK, LAURA N OH, BE SURE TO MENTION М! 
DIED. AND THEN JELLY, HE TAKEN SICK ; : if TOURIST CAMP IN Your. BOOK, m 
TOO. A COUPLE MONTHS LATER HE DIED АУ а LOMAX. OUR CHICKEN DINNERS ұс 
IN MY ARMS, BEGGING ME To КЕЕР Ам- ( ARE RECOMMENDED BY 
OINTING HIS LIPS WITH OIL THAT HAD / N Њу DUNCAN HINES, 

BEEN BLESSED BY А BISHOP IN NEW YORK. > 

HE HAD OIL RUNNING ALL OVER HIM WHEN УҒА s 
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МЕ ARE FLYING 
oN THE CLOUDS. 
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жашты, 
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ir STOPPED 


IT MUST BE A FRIEND 
oF THE SPUTNIK / 


AH! LOOK AT THAT CLOUD/ 


LOOK! A FLYING 


= 


о 
w=- 
жо 
cz 
< 
~ 
= 
° 
2 


EXTINGUI 


AN 


IN 


REAGAN'S 
AMERICA 


rom the very beginning, some- 
thing seemed to be out of control 
in Reagan’s America. If ever 
there was a time in history when 
America should have felt strong 
and happy, it was at the beginning 
of the 1980s. We were not at war. The Iranian 
hostages had just been returned home safely. 
There was no domestic violence or major 
strikes at home. Both economically and 
militarily, we were the strongest nation on 
earth, with the highest Gross National Prod- 
uct, the least number of people living in pov- 
erty and the highest personal income at any 
time in our history. We had every reason to 
be proud of what we had accomplished in 
the 70s and look forward to the tasks of the 
80s secure in the knowledge of our ability to 
achieve further economic and social progress. 
For some reason, however, our success in 
the previous decade made us feel just terrible. 
Never before in history had a nation so strong 
and wealthy felt so weak and impoverished. 
Ronald Reagan was elected president in what 
could only be described as an atmosphere of 
crisis, with the media everywhere filled with 
predictions of dangers of economic collapse. 
As he assumed office, our new president 
voiced what we all felt: we were not strong 
at all, but “weak and disintegrating.” He said 
he felt like a captain of a “ship about to go 
over the falls,” and that we were “in greater 
danger today than we were the day after Pearl 
Harbor.” We were, in fact, so weak, he said, 
that we were in danger of being totally impo- 
tent before “an evil force that would extin- 
guish the light we've been tending for 6,000 
years.” 
The main reason we felt we were “about 


deMause/coe 


SACRIFICE 


to go over the falls” was said to be our “pre- 
carious economic condition.” We were sup- 
posed to have failed particularly badly in 
three areas: a “soaring Federal debt,” “low 
corporate investment” and “out of control in- 
flation.” Yet actual government figures 
showed these supposed “failures” were really 
more fantasy than reality. Federal debt as a 
percentage of Gross National Product was in 
fact not soaring but was the lowest in fifty 
years, corporate investment was not low at 
all but was in fact the highest since World 
War II, and even the twelve percent inflation 
rate at the end of 1980 was coming down 
fast in the early months of 1981, most of it 
having been caused by temporary conditions 
such as the jump in oil prices and higher food 
prices caused by bad weather. It was pure 
fantasy to say that inflation at that moment 
was “out of control like radioactivity.” 

Yet our healthy economy and enormous 
military power had little influence on our 
shared fantasies of growing national impo- 
tence and imminent danger of disintegration. 
Polls showed how widespread our fears were: 
75 percent of us believed that “the United 
States had gone off on the wrong track,” 60 
percent thought we might need a leader who 
would “bend the rules a bit,” and 50 percent 
felt it might now be necessary to use force 
to restore “the American Way of Life.” 

Something seemed to be “out of control 
like radioactivity” in America. If it wasn’t 
Federal spending, debt or inflation, then 
perhaps the feeling had something to do with 
ourselves. Perhaps it was we who for some 
reason seemed to feel “full of pent-up furies,” 
perhaps it was we ourselves who felt “out of 
control.” 


THE VICTIMS 
OF REAGANOMICS 


magine how difficult it is to analyze a 
nation’s psyche. Imagine Uncle Sam 
on a couch, describing what he be- 
lieves to be his main problem: “I seem 
unable to enjoy really sustained suc- 
cess at anything. I keep getting into 
periods of depression during which I lose 
much of what I’ve worked so hard to gain. 
Why, in this century alone, I’ve gone through 
twelve major cycles of boom and bust, and 
I seem condemned to repeat the pattern end- 
lessly. And to top it all off, just as things 
seem to be looking up, I get involved in a 
war that puts me even more behind, so that 
now I’m over a trillion dollars in debt. How 
can I stop my bad luck?” 

If this were the complaint of an individual, 
the therapist would not hesitate to diagnose 
a “success neurosis,” a “manic-depressive 
pattern” which the patient unconsciously 
brings about in order to limit the anxiety 
aroused by success through periodic self-de- 
structive acts. Yet it seems to go against con- 
ventional wisdom to entertain the notion that 
our collective life might be an extension of 
our individual lives, with repetitive patterns 
brought about by unconscious wishes. De- 
spite the astonishing regularity of business 
cycles (every eight years on the average for 
most developed countries) and of wars (every 
twenty years on the average for most nations), 
they have never been considered as wishes, 
ways of limiting the anxiety caused by the 
enjoyment of our lives through periodic self- 
destructive scenarios which we ourselves 


“Radioactive Guilt” is excerpted from Lloyd deMause's most recent book, Reagan's America (published in 1984 by Creative Roots, Box 401, NY 10024, available for 
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s of The Institute of Psychohistory, contact the 


carefully stage. Like the patient who sees his 
problems as the result of “mistakes” in his 
life, conventional wisdom sees economic and 
political crises as the result of collective “mis- 
takes,” whether they be “mistakes of overin- 
vestment,” “mistakes in fiscal policy,” “mis- 
takes in the money supply” or “the mistakes 
of Munich.” Business cycles and war cycles 
are rarely seen as being motivated. 

The reason social problems so often seem 
to be a result of mistakes is that most social 
analysis has been based on a model of 
“economic man,” who is seen as acting in 
his or her own self-interest, , maximizing 
pleasures, working rationally, spending 


wisely and saving prudently. This assumption 
requires that one overlooks the embarrassing 
fact that those whom one knows personally 
resemble the model of “economic man” very 
poorly if at all. One’s neighbors seem often 
to spend unwisely, save little, have work 


difficulties or drink excessively, or are too 
depressed or too timid or too rigid or too 
bored or too angry either to fully use their 
talents or to really enjoy their family lives. 
In reality, people are irrationally human and 
are more likely to fit a model which shows 
them as limiting their pleasures and abilities 
than as maximizing them. Even those who 
do manage to experience success at work 
often seem to end up either disliking what 
they do or sacrificing their family lives or 
love lives or health “to their jobs.” People 
who are psychologically healthy enough to 
succeed and enjoy their work and their pos- 
sessions and their families and their sex lives 
turn out to be rare indeed in the real world. 


But if most individuals limit their satisfac- 
tions and sacrifice their talents, earnings and 
pleasures so as not to provoke too much guilt 
from excessive enjoyment of living, so too 
must nations made up of these same individu- 
als do so. A sound theory of psycho- 
economics must therefore include an investi- 
gation of the various strategies by which na- 
tions engage in surplus destruction as well 
as surplus creation—strategies which include 
periodic booms, busts and wars. 

The most obvious place to observe these 
self-destructive acts in operation is in those 
primitive groups who spend much of their 
time destroying their surplus in sacrifices to 
their gods. 


he Aztecs, for example, sac- 

rificed to a sun-god as their 

“Man-Eater,” and since they 

built up a large surplus of 

wealth, their sun-god had to 

contain an enormous amount of 
their greedy desires. Their “Man Eater” was 
seen as so voracious that it had to be fed real 
blood to satisfy its appetite, and every man, 
woman and child would regularly draw blood 
from their thighs, arms and genitals to “feed” 
to the sun (their own severe consciences) to 
prevent it from becoming angry and plunging 
the world into darkness. 

Yet even regular contributions of blood by 

the people did not satisfy the sun-god’s appe- 
tite, so ritual human sacrifice on a huge scale 
was practiced by the Aztecs, in which the 
still-beating hearts of captives were torn from 
their chests and fed into the sacrificial fire to 
“renew the vitality” of the group. Huge piles 
of skulls were arranged on a rack near the 
temples to show the gods how many victims 
the group had sacrificed lately, and the priests 
and others would emulate the sun’s appetite 
for human flesh by eating portions of the 
people who had been sacrificed. War, too, 
served the blood thirst of the gods. Young 
men, pledged since birth to die and give their 
blood to the sun, vied for the honor of sacri- 
ficing themselves on the battlefield. If the 
usual wars with neighbors did not suffice to 
feed the gods enough blood, the priests would 
complain to the army, and volunteers would 
march out to a nearby battlefield, divide up 
into equal groups and slaughter each other 
until the gods were finally satisfied. 
Despite all this sacrificial activity during 
the year, the wealth of the Aztecs continued 
to increase, and so did their guilt. Every 52 
years, therefore, their sun-god would become 
so polluted with the people’s poisonous guilt 
feelings that the end of the world would 
threaten. Time would stop, the sun would 
die and a new sun would have to be born to 
prevent the gods from descending and eating 
up every last Aztec on earth. The New Fire 
Ceremony which accomplished this periodic 
major guilt-cleansing was the Aztecs’ most 
sacred ritual. All economic activity would 
slow to a halt during this dangerous time, 
and the priests would mount a hill, carrying 
a distinguished warrior for sacrifice. Just as 
the night grew darkest, as the sun sank 
deepest, perhaps never to return, the priests 
would rip out the heart of the victim and offer 
it to the fire-god. In the victim’s chest cavity 
where his heart (the old sun) had been, the 
priests would place a sacred fireboard. A new 
fire would be lit in the chest cavity, symboliz- 
ing the birth of the new sun. This fire would 
then be used to re-light all the sacred bonfires 
in the kingdom, and people who saw them 
would rejoice because they knew the sun had 
died and been reborn, cleansed of pollution 
through human sacrifice. 


t is only by using a model of society 
based on the shared fantasy of a dying 
sun and of the periodic sacrifice of the 
few in order to cleanse the feelings of 
the many that many of the policies of 
Reagan’s America can be understood. 
In this model, the role of the chief sacrificial 
priest was taken by Ronald Reagan, and that 
of the sun-god, the blood-thirsty idol of the 
temple—the Man Eater, complete with sac- 
rificial fire and bones of victims—by Paul 
Volcker, Chairman of the Federal Reserve 


An extra billion dollars |a day in pleasure 
would simply be intoler able to our 
puritanical consciences. 


Bank. The “economic crisis” which Reagan- 
omics was designed to cure was, like that of 
the Aztecs, seen as a condition of moral pol- 
lution, as a shortage of blood (investment 
capital) and as a time when everything was 
"out of control.” Only a “Time of Sacrifice” 
was believed to be able to tame the appetite 
of the gods (our own feelings) and allow us 
to be reborn and cleansed of our guilt for the 
surplus of recent years. 

It was the major task of Reaganomics to 
provide America with this Time of Sacrifice. 
This would be accomplished by slowing 
down the economy through bleeding our life- 
blood (our money supply), by frightening the 
people (with high interest rates and huge de- 
ficits), by vastly exaggerating dangers (of in- 
flation, of debt, of the strength of enemies) 
and by welfare cuts and planned unemploy- 
ment which sacrificed women, children, the 
poor, and the unemployed. If our Time of 
Sacrifice was successful, the guilt-producing 
surplus of recent years could be drained away 
(the polluted blood cleansed), the upsetting 
social changes of recent years could be re- 
versed (our sinful excesses expiated) and we 
could allow a rebirth of our economic sun by 
releasing once again the supply of money and 
credit, rejoicing that the spectre of too much 
pleasure had been averted and the body politic 
had been purged of its impurities. 

It must not be imagined that phrases such 
as "the victims of Reaganomics" are purely 
metaphorical. An effective sacrifice requires 
a real Man Eater and real deaths. It is not 
too difficult to determine the approximate 
number of additional deaths brought about 
during Reagan's Time of Sacrifice. A careful 
statistical analysis was made in 1976 by the 
Congressional Joint Economic Committee of 
the average increase in mortality rates during 
recessions for suicide, homicide, cardiovas- 
cular deaths and other indices of mortality 
affected by economic activity. Extended to 
1984, these rates show that 150,000 addi- 
tional deaths can be attributed to the effects 
of Reaganomics. 


Our ability to slow down the economy so 
thoroughly in less than two years was as- 
tonishing. By the end of 1982, one-third of 
America's productive capacity lay idle; over 
12 million people (10.8 percent) were out of. 
work, most with no unemployment benefits; 
real Gross National Product dropped at a rate 
of 2 percent a year; over 2 million were home- 
less, many living in cars and tents along the 
road; over 40 million workers lost their med- 
ical benefits; spending for child nutrition was 
cut by over $5 billion, pushing more than 
one in five children into poverty and raising 
infant death rates in areas worst affected by 
unemployment and federal cutbacks; govern- 
ment borrowing soared to $200 billion a year, 
a rate which would triple the national debt 
by the end of the decade; personal savings 
dropped rather than increased as promised; 
businesses failed at a far higher rate than in 
the 1930s; the foreign trade deficit ran over 
$4 billion a month; bank failures triggered 
fears of a global collapse. Reagan had done 
the job we had hired him to do. “What has 
been done so far, has been working very suc- 
cessfully,” he told the country. “The Presi- 
dent . . . seems to be enjoying the job," said 
Time. ““Не is at peace with himself,’ says 
White House Chief of Staff James Baker." 

During those cold winter nights of 1981- 
82, we all watched television and saw nightly 


scenes of children sleeping in the snow under 
bridges because their parents had been laid 
off and scenes of newborn infants dying on 
camera because of lack of funding to the gov- 
ernment's program of diet supplement for 
poor pregnant and nursing women. Yet we 
never really felt guilty for the dead and suf- 
fering children who passed before our eyes. 
"The Reagan safety net is a myth," reported 
television commentator Bill Moyers. "People 
are dying as a result of these cuts." Yet we 
felt nothing. Nor did Reagan. When attacked 
by Rep. Bolling for having caused "human 
suffering," he retorted: "Look, my program 
hasn't resulted in anyone getting thrown out 
in the snow or dying." Denial was total. 
The American people felt that their leader 
had done his job well. The majority of voters 
polled before the 1982 elections rated Reagan 
as "good" or "excellent" on the economy. 
Another poll found that he was “Ше favorite 
American of all time," just ahead of Abraham 
Lincoln. Although it is difficult to believe, 
many of those sacrificed to Reaganomics ap- 
proved of the sacrifice. One reporter, inter- 
viewing unemployed workers as they went 
into the voting booths, was told: "Well, 
Reagan said it was going to be painful. It is 
painful, but the pain will do some good." 
Another put it even more positively. "This 
recession has been a cleansing thing," he 
said, with relief. On “Nightline,” reporter 
Ted Koppel, interviewing a clergyman on 
Christmas eve whose church had fed 
thousands of hungry families out of work, 
asked him whether the recession might not 
be "a good thing," since it had helped the 
faithful "rediscover their Christian goals." 


t the same time, the huge 
rise in defense spending— 
$1.6 trillion in five years— 
complemented Reagan's 
Time of Sacrifice because 
it, too, destroyed surplus 
which we might otherwise have enjoyed. 


Military spending solves a crucial problem 
of post-World War II economics of nations. 
Nations in the West have recently replaced 
Great Wars and Great Depressions by limited 
wars and limited recessions. The result is 
that, in America, our real Gross National 
Product since World War II has jumped by 
over 30 percent a decade, a prosperity so 
unprecedented that if it continued unabated 
it could soon do away with poverty for good. 
One way we have found to prevent this from 
happening has been to pour $2 trillion into 
the military since World War II, using up 
resources which, if they had been put instead 
into new technology, would have given 
America a productivity rate far exceeding 
even that of Japan (which accomplished its 
“miracle of modernization” simply by spend- 
ing very little on their military). 


This “disinvestment” strategy of ensuring 
low productivity by draining resources into 
military expenditures was further sustained 
by the shared fantasy of most Americans that 
the International Communist Serpent—really 
our own projected feelings—was growing 
and was about to devour us at any moment. 
By the time of Reagan’s election, after the 
prosperity of the seventies, fully 71 percent 
of Americans said we must spend more for 
the military. That this involved an enormous 
increase in useless and highly dangerous 
military expenditures—almost a billion dol- 
lars a day, every dollar of which is drained 
from our present or future pleasures—is not 
a drawback. It is an unconscious purpose. 
An extra billion dollars a day in pleasure 
would simply be intolerable to our puritanical 
consciences. 


“The victims of 
Reaganomics” isnota 
purely metaphorical 
phrase . . . 150,000 
deaths can be 


attributed to the 
effects of 
Reaganomics. 


THE 
BOMBING 
STARTS 
IN 

FIVE 
MINUTES 


Without our nuclear 


missiles we would feel 
overwhelmed by our 
internal anxieties, 
helpless to combat 
their terrifying 
content. Better to put 
our fantasies outside 
us, where, we hoped, 
in the deadly ritual 
of war. 


he personal psychology of the 
leader intersects with the shared 
fantasies of the nation. When 
Reagan needs to dump his 
wishes into others, it can lead 
him to actions which violate 
even his own conscious sense of fairne: 
For instance, one month after Reagan became 
Governor of California, he received a $2 mil- 
lion gift from Twentieth-Century Fox, di 
guised as a payment for some land he owned 
which had cost him little. Whatever the mo- 


tives behind the $2 million gift and whatever, 
its connection to the real-estate backers who 
had asked Reagan to run for Governor, the 
money made Reagan rich for the first time 
in his life. But the satisfaction of such forbid- 
den wishes made him feel guilty. Someone 
would have to be punished for his own greedy 

s. Part of that “someone” turned out to 

dy and retarded children. The very 
same day that Reagan received the $2 million 
gift, he was drafting a budget which increased 
his own pay and that of other state executives, 


but which also cut out virtually all funds for 
the Needy Children’s School Lunch Program 
and which also cut the 79 cent a day meal 
allowance for retarded children in state men- 
tal hospitals. That Reagan felt bad about hav 
ing to cut the 79 cent meal allo 

retarded children was obvious from hi 

siveness about the cuts, claiming that they 
would actually “improve” the meals. 


Now Ronald Reagan clearly not per- 
sonally cruel toward children in his life. He 
even gave money for the poor to charity every 
year. How, then, could he cut a 79 cent a 
day meal allowance for handicapped chil- 
dren? The answer to this recurring puzzle— 
always when public action deviates so mar- 
kedly from private morality—is that once a 
personal defense system is established which 
depends on dumping disavowed feelings into 
political objects, people no longer have а con- 
scious choice over their actions. Those 
weren't real children who were being made 
to suffer, they were symbols, symbols of 
Reagan's own “greedy” desires. The chil- 
dren's very real suffering had to be denied 
because the children contained parts of 
Reagan which he had to disown. He had to 
cut the 79 cent meal allowance in order to 
punish "the greedy child in himself" for hav- 
ing become so rich. 


This mechanism extended to all of his 
budget-cutting efforts. That he was little in- 
terested in actually reducing the total e» 
penses of the State of California м 
from the fact that the state budget more than 


interested in acquiring. Yet because he him- 
self had become a rich and powerful man, 
he—like so many rich and powerful people— 
had to advocate a rhetoric of asceticism in 
government in order to still his own guilt 
about his personal condition. That he mainly 
chose to cut budgets for the poor and help- 
less—symbolically, children, symbols of his 
own childish hes—made little difference 
to his surface political image as a budget-cut- 
ter. In fact, hidden beneath this surface image 


was the known fact that he was actually a 
big spender, who at the same time could be 
counted on to sacrifice the poor and helpless 
as magical guilt-reducing devices. 


overnment, to Reagan—as 

to many of his suppor- 

ters—is a place where one 

can dump one's childish 

wishes and then attempt to 

control them. "Govern- 
ment is like a baby," he said, "an alimentary 
canal with an appetite at one end and no sense 
of responsibility at the other. If you keep 
feeding it, we'll be up to our neck in some- 
thing . . . oh yes. Debt." Government is the 
place we put our "greedy baby" wishes, and 
if we feed them, we'll drown. Government, 
like the communists, is "the enemy," and it 
is a mistake to think it might help people. 
As Reagan put it in his campaign, "The time 
has come for us to stop being our brother's 
keeper." Even if one becomes the govern- 
ment, one must deny it. "We belong here 
only so long as we refer to government as 
‘they’ and never think of it as `we.`” he told 
his staff after taking office. 

This process of dumping internal problems 
into the political arena is only effective if the 
people around the leader share his delusions 
on some level and agree to help him control 
his feelings. The formula "turmoil outside 
equals peace inside" has its limits, though, 
for Reagan as well as for others like him who 
use politics to solve personal problems. When 
they finally make everyone around them so 
frightened that the outside world no longer 
seems able to safely contain their disowned 
feelings, the situation is suddenly seen as 
terribly threatening. In order to restore their 
inner balance, they may then have to take 
violent action to destroy "the enemy" who 
now seems to be "out of control." 


That the dangerous "enemy" is in fact our 
own feelings is our most deeply denied truth. 
Yet it is made obvious by the unnoticed fact 
that we never go to war in the first year of a 
presidency, only when our leader's authority 
appears to have collapsed. This "collapse" 
state has no actual relationship to reality con- 


ditions, only to internal shared fantasy states. 
Most of the "dangerous" periods in our his- 
tory have been based on fantasy, not reality. 
This is particularly true of our anti-com- 
munist fears, beginning with The Truman 
Doctrine, which was proclaimed in 1947 
when American enjoyed an atomic monopoly 
and Russia lay prostrate from World War II 
damage, but which Dean Acheson neverthe- 
less saw as the time of greatest threat to 
America in our entire history. These "col- 
lapse" fears soon led to the bloody, protracted 
Korean War against communism. This was 
followed by the generally peaceful and less 
fearful Eisenhower years, when—although in 
reality Russia had gained enormously in 
military strength and nuclear missile develop- 
ment—we felt for internal reasons much less 
threatened. So, too, the inner feelings of “col- 
lapse” during the turbulent Sixties, which led 
to the Vietnam War, had their origin more 
in our own internal state of mind than in 
anything which had happened in Asia. 
There are times of growth and stability 
when the nation chooses a personality like 
that of Eisenhower, who would in the middle 
of а crisis go out to putt on the White House 
lawn, saying to reporters that “Ше mere fact 
that some little incident arises is not going 
to disturb me. I have been scared by experts, 
in war and in peace, and I am not frightened 
about this.” There are other times, in reaction 
to a period of rapid economic growth and 
important personal and social change, when 
America chooses a personality like that of 
Truman or Johnson, both of whom share with 
Reagan a need to inject their personal desires 
into outside “enemies” in order to control 
them. This explains why, when Reagan first 
began to run for the presidency, in 1975, his 
candidacy produced little response from а na- 
tion busy revitalizing its economy, expanding 
its social welfare programs and changing its 
family and work conditions through major 
women’s rights and sexual revolutions. The 
second time around, however, in 1979, the 
nation, reacting to the vast changes produced 
by the previous four years, was in a different 
mood altogether. When Reagan announced 
his candidacy this time, one observer wor- 
ried that “a man approaching seventy is going 
to have a hard time giving a new speech when 
he’s given the same speech two hundred 
nights a year for twenty years.” But this time, 
we needed someone who mirrored our inner 
anxieties about the personal, economic and 
social changes which had so much affected 
our lives. The nation was now looking for 
an entirely different kind of personality, 
someone who could reflect their sense of “im- 
potence” and “chaos,” someone whose per- 
sonal problems forced him, like the nation, 
to see “turmoil” and “dark forces” where none 
existed. This time we needed Ronald Reagan. 


Most of Reagan’s actual abilities mattered 
little to us—that because of his emotional 
problems his grasp of reality was so damaged 
that he was a poor administrator, that he knew 
little about economics, that his phobic work 
habits were so poor that he had to be fed 
digests of complex problems on one-page 
summaries and fell asleep at important meet- 
ings whenever he felt too trapped by their 
intimacy. Nor were his considerable personal 
charm and his ability to communicate on tele- 
vision important in producing his landslide 
election victory. What elected Ronald 
Reagan was two promises he made to us: 

(1) that he woud bring a halt to the growth 
and disturbing changes of the Seventies by 
producing a recession which would sacrifice 
people who were appropriate symbols of our 
greediness, and 

(2) that if this internal sacrifice should fail 
to make us feel better, he, unlike Carter, 


could be counted upon to provide us with an 
external sacrifice, a military action which 
would at last give us an object for our rage 
and wipe out the “enemies” who represented 
our dangerous wishes, the communists. 


eginning in the summer of 

1982, when the recession was 

taking its toll, America sank 

more and more into overt 

paranoid group-fantasies. Led 

by a group of men who be- 
lieved the biblical apocalypse was near— 
from Ronald Reagan, who believed America 
was under attack by “an evil force that would 
extinguish the light we’ve been tending for 
6,000 years,” to Caspar Weinberger, who 
believed that “the world is going to end as 
in the Book of Revelations . . . by an act of 
God . . . every day I think that time is run- 
ning out,"—America's foreign policy was 
becoming more and more divorced from re- 
ality. During 1982, the White House began 
playing “worldwide nuclear war games” for 
the first time since 1956, with Reagan, Wein- 
berger, Bush and others directing nuclear ex- 
change games while pretending they were 
flying safely above the holocaust. It was after 
the first of these nuclear war games, during 
the summer of 1982, that Weinberger re- 
vealed new Pentagon plans “for fighting a 
long nuclear war” which he said would be 
“far more survivable” than we had previously 
thought. 

A year earlier, an army general had been 
fired for publicly saying that “the Soviets are 
on the move. They are going to strike.” But 
from the summer of 1982 on, Reagan and 
his aides all began openly making statements 
equally as paranoid, so that soon we all be- 
came so frightened that, as The New Yorker 
put it, “the first thing that people want to 
know when they turn on the news 15... 
whether World War III has started.” Books 
on the coming apocalypse began selling in 
the millions, and Esquire would soon report 
that “most Americans, says the Gallup poll, 
now think World War III may break out in 
the Eighties, that they themselves may not 
survive the attack, and that they would rather 
not think about the prospects.” As Senator 
David Pryor put it, “We are entering a period 
of sheer madness. It’s a time when the Un- 
thinkable is becoming the Thinkable.” 

What was “unthinkable” to a few, how- 
ever, was not only thinkable but uncon- 


sciously necessary to most of America. War 
and even a nuclear holocaust provided places 
for us to dump our violent internal fantasies, 
and thus were friends of ours, poison contain- 
ers into which our worst psychotic delusions 
could be dumped. As Reagan himself said, 
during a picture-taking session with his MX 
commission members, “Some of my best 
friends are MX missiles.” Without them we 
would feel overwhelmed by our internal anx- 
ieties, helpless to combat their terrifying con- 
tent. Better to put our fantasies outside us, 
where, we hoped, they could be controlled 
in the deadly ritual of war. 

Like the Aztecs, we would have to set up 
three sacrificial stages to provide for three 
group-fantasy levels: 

Individual Sacrifice: Individual men, 
women and children were regularly sacrificed 
by the Aztecs in cyclical rituals in order to 
feed the voracious gods and prevent the sun 
from becoming polluted. America decided to 
hold its individual sacrificial ritual in Leba- 
non, where unarmed Marines would be dele- 
gated as victims. Since individual victims 
would not really cleanse us, only providing 
us with more evidence of further humiliation 
for our paranoid fantasies, we would also 
have to set up a second sacrificial stage. 
Mass Sacrifice: In addition to individual sac- 
rifices, the Aztecs would engage in sacred 
wars, including “Flower Wars” where their 
army fought tournaments amongst them- 
selves solely to provide blood for the gods. 
America decided to hold its mass sacrificial 
wars in Central America and the Caribbean, 
where we would send our youth into battle 
against “the international conspiracy.” Since 
enough victims to cleanse us still might not 
be produced by limited wars in Central 
America and the Caribbean, we would also 
have to ready a third sacrifical stage. 
Holocaust Sacrifice: Despite all the victims 
provided by individual and mass sacrifices, 
the Aztec sun still built up so much pollution 
that every 52 years they had to go through a 
fantasied holocaust, an apocalyptic end of 
the world, which their New Fire Ceremony 
was supposed to act out. America decided to 
prepare Europe as the main stage for our 
holocaust sacrifice, should it be needed, іп a 
group-fantasy that this would “clear up the 
bad blood” by destroying the source of the 
international conspiracy, and that America 
would be able to survive the nuclear war and 
enjoy the cleansed earth once again. 


ike the Aztecs, America has been 
preparing its holocaust sacrificial 
ritual for several decades. By 
1982, the main psychological 
condition for the holocaust had 
already been accomplished—a 
shared belief by most people in the delusion 
that nuclear war was survivable. The scien- 
tific evidence against such a belief was over- 
whelming. Most scientists had agreed for 
some time that a nuclear exchange involving 
only a fraction of the 50,000 nuclear 
warheads that existed would kill hundreds of 
millions of human beings, and more recent 
studies have showed that the explosion of as 
few as 1,000 missiles would produce a 
radioactive “nuclear winter” that could easily 
end all photosynthesis and kill all human life 
on earth. Therefore, all discussions and ac- 
tions involving “nuclear options” and “li- 
mited nuclear exchanges” required psychotic 
thinking, under the delusion that those hold- 
ing the discussion would survive. The fantasy 
is the same one which many individuals have 
when committing suicide, imagining how 
good they will feel watching their families 
come to their funerals. Fantasies of surviving 
one’s own death and being “cleansed” by the 
experience—all “badness” being removed by 
death—are very common in suicidal indi- 
viduals. 

Every aspect of current American nuclear 
strategy, every new warhead produced and 
deployed anywhere in the world, required the 
delusion that most Americans would “prevail 
in a limited nuclear exchange,” as official 
Pentagon policy statements phrased it. 
Reagan's 1983 Budget promised America 
could "successfully fight [a] nuclear war." 
Reagan himself, when asked if America 
could survive a nuclear war, replied that it 
could: “It would be a survival of some of 
your people and some of your facilities and 
you could start again.” So, too, public opin- 
ion polls showed that the majority of Amer- 
icans shared the delusion that they would 
probably survive a limited nuclear war. 

Setting up the holocaust sacrifice would 
take longer to accomplish. Since it would 
involve too much guilt for either America 
or Russia to simply start a war out of the 
blue, war would have to be brought about by 
some other means. To date, conventional 
wars had been started by delegating the initial 
attack to a more impulse-prone group, so set- 
ting off the initial nuclear explosions would 
also have to be delegated to such a group. 
There were three main ways of accomplishing 
this delegation: (1) by allowing terrorists to 
get nuclear bombs, (2) by putting nuclear 
bombs in the hands of impulsive Third World 
countries and (3) by reducing the reaction 
time to a nuclear strike to just a few minutes, 
less time than a human needs to respond re- 
liably, so that computers, preprogrammed to 
react “impulsively,” could begin the 
holocaust. 


In fact the purpose of 
our weapons is solely 


Ш Getting nuclear bombs into the hands of 
terrorists was the simplest task. Atomic 
bombs can be made from as little as four 
pounds of enriched plutonium. By proliferat- 
ing unnecessary nuclear facilities and leaving 
them relatively unprotected, we have in the 
past three decades allowed tens of thousands 
of pounds of enriched uranium and plutonium 
to be stolen and unaccounted-for from Amer- 
ican facilities alone. There is also little ques- 
tion that terrorists are able to buy the technol- 
ogy needed to produced crude nuclear bombs 
from this material. The “carelessness” re- 
quired to “lose” tens of thousands of pounds 
of fissionable material and complete atomic 
warheads is exactly equivalent to the so- 
called “carelessness” of adults who habitually 
leave loaded guns or poisons near little chil- 
dren—that is to say, it is motivated, not ac- 
cidental. It is not surprising, therefore, that 
there have already been at least 65 terrorist 
threats to use nuclear weapons in the U.S. 
alone. How many of these involved real 
bombs remains a highly classified secret. 

@ Making nuclear bombs available to Third 
World countries has required a much larger 
effort, involving shipment to these countries 
of enormous amounts of nuclear facilities and 
material from which they can make nuclear 
warheads. Stepped-up exportation of nuclear 
equipment, fuel and technology—much of it 
financed by multi-billion-dollar American 
contributions to the Export-Import Bank— 


all 


suicidal, not aggressive 
at all. 


guarantees that countries such as Argentina, 
Iraq, Iran, Libya, Taiwan and South Korea 
will soon join India, Israel, South Africa and 
Pakistan as nations with nuclear weapons. 
Once this is accomplished, local wars be- 
tween Third World countries—wars which 
have been increasing in frequency in the past 
decade due to stepped-up arms shipments by 
the major powers—can produce the first nu- 
clear explosion. This, in turn, under any one 
of dozens of scenarios, could escalate into 
the full holocaust. 

@ The reaction time to Pershing 2 and cruise 
missiles is about six minutes. Bringing the 
reaction time down so low produces such a 
hair-trigger situation that, according to one 
member of the House defense task force, 
“most probably, the Russians will have to 
give a computer the authority to launch . . . 
whenever the computer thinks it perceives a 
United States launch.” In addition, putting 
the new missiles into Europe would encour- 
age the Russians to put their SS20s and new 
cruise missiles even closer to Europe and the 
U.S., into Eastern Europe, into northern 
areas close to the U.S. and into submarines 
in the Atlantic. This, of course, would reduce 
our reaction time to a few minutes, making 
it likely that we, too, will give a computer 
the authority to trigger the holocaust. The 
day will soon come when both the Soviet 
Premier and the American President—and of 
course the heads of all European countries— 


will be only pretending to have control over 
the holocaust. 


о talk about an “accidental” nu- 

clear war is like calling the 

death of a little child “acciden- 

tal” after the parent carefully 

places it on the edge of a cliff 

to play. In both cases the reduc- 
tion of reaction time below that required to 
prevent disaster is the decision to produce 
the disaster. Thus, putting Pershing 2 and 
cruise missiles into Europe is the decision to 
begin the holocaust sacrifice. And since 
NATO military experts have recently said 
they can now easily stop a conventional 
Soviet attack on Europe without using nuclear 
weapons—as one NATO expert put it, “We 
have the technology to run circles around the 
Soviets"—the placement of these new mis- 
siles is nothing but suicidal. Both the Amer- 
icans who want the missiles there and the 
Europeans who agree to receive them are 
members of the old psychoclasses, sharing 
common anxieties about too much prosperity, 
personal freedom and sexuality in recent dec- 
ades. Both are the same older psychoclasses 
who produced European wars every genera- 
tion for centuries. They imagine a holocaust 
will cleanse the world of evil forces, rather 
as World War II cleansed Europe for postwar 
renewal. And they share the delusion that 
they will survive the holocaust. 


YO! DOG-BOY! ABIGOLD У COME ON YOU 
GET YOUR FACE HAMBONE/ GUYS, LEAVE ME 
OUT OF THOSE COME AND ALONE ... YOU'RE 

PLATES AND LOOK GET IT NOT VERY 

WHAT L GOT Boys FUNNY. 


FOR YOu! 


Sh 


HEY...DO Т 
LOOK LIKE A 
COMEDIAN? 
NOW COME AND 


NAHH.. YOU THAT'S A 
GOTTA BEG FOR GOOD BOY... 
т GET DOWN NOW SPEAK’ 

AND BEG/ 


ME JUST SEE 
IT FOR A 
SECOND. 


|(шш------.--.-. 


WHAT'S GOING DON'T SHIT DOG- Boy, N GEE, DOG-BOY.., 
ОМ HERE? WHERE'S A BRICK RONDY.., | HUH? THAT'S YOU'RE REALLY WORKING 
MY PATTY MELT МЕКЕ JUST KIND OF A ON THAT BONE... WHAT 
AND PRONTO WATCHING DOG-BOY | CUTE NAME.. OTHER DOGGY TRICKS 
PLATTER? PERFORM. 20 YOU HAVE UP 


| : YOUR SLEEVE? 
mm M | 
panni 


— 


N 
A rÀ 


< 1985 Charles Burns 


SOMETIME 
WHEN YOU'RE NOT 
TOO BUSY SNIFFING 
FIRE HYPRANTS WE 
COULD STEP ОШТ,,,НАМЕ 
A LITTLE FUN... 


I'LL SEE 
YOU LATER, 
ров-Воу. 


МОАААН! 
SHE WANTS 
YOUR ASS 
DOG-BOY! GO 


UH, YEAH... 
OKAY... 


2220 2 


BOY, SHE 
SURE WAS МІСЕ... 
SMELLED REAL 
GOOD тоо. „вит 
І WONDER IF 
ANY GIRL WILL 
EVER REALLY 
UNDERSTAND МЕ. 


і 


LOIS WAS NICE BUT SHE HAD 
NO PATIENCE FOR MY VARIOUS 


PROTECTIVE... 


DON'T WORRY, ~) 
тад. FIND THEM... 
I DIDN'T KNOW 
THEY WERE YOUR 
FAVORITE HIGH- 
HEELS... 


"АМР THERE WAS BETTY WHO 
ACCUSED ME OF BEING OVERLY 


LINDA WAS THE FIRST GIRL I 
WENT OUT WITH..SHE JUST 


THEN THERE WAS DONNA WHO 
DIDN'T KNOW HOW TO HAVE A 


FOUND FAULT WITH EVERYTHING 
IDID...EVEN MY EATING HABITS, 


COME ОМ/ 


THROW THE 
STICK’ ITS 


TRY ONE OF 
THE GREEN ONES., 

ТНЕУКЕ MY 

FAVORITES. 


ААА 


MANDY WAS THE CLOSEST I 


ГА 
EVER GOT ТО HAVING A REAL ВОИ ДЕНЕ 
GIRLFRIEND...UNTILI ASKED | рда во WE RE 
STOP IT! THE WRONG QUESTION... | 
IT’S ONLY 


CLOSING UP/ 


DAD! 


PLEASE? 
PRETTY 
PLEASE? 


JUST GET 
OUT OF HERE... 
You, YOU 
FREAK! 


j 


Ne 


усу 


JEEZE.,, 
THERE'S THAT 
NICE WAITRESS 

AGAIN... 


HI THERE, 
HANDSOME... WAS 
THINKING MAYBE 
WE COULD GO 
OUT FOR A 

LITTLE 
DRINK... 


ER, YEAH..,WE 
COULD GO OUT 
FOR A DRINK, 
BUT... BUT... 


BUT WHAT? „ВИТ WHAT 
YOU DON'T LIKE 


GIRLS OR 


SOMETHING? 


А FEW MORE MINUTES LATER... 


BOY, OH BOY... TLL JUST 
I'VE WAITED BET YOU HAVE 
А LONG TIME BIG FELLA.. 


FOR THIS/ 


NOW WERE GETTING 
SOMEWHERE. T LIKE 
А МАМ WHO DOESN'T 
BEAT AROUND THE 
BUSH., YOUR PLACE 
OR MINE? 


ТР REALLY LIKE 
"ТО DO 15...15 
GO TO BED 
WITH YOU. 


А FEW MINUTES LATER.., 


IT’S UH...REALLY 
UNIQUE DOG-BOY, 
BUT WHY DON'T 
МЕ GO TO MY 
APARTMENT... 


a © МАРК BEYER 
| Ө | е | > [Fm т шайт You то TAKE) al Té SU | | 
3 a | 


COME ON AMY, YOU'VE 
GOT TO GET OUT oF BED 
RIGHT NOW. 


47) 
Понт You үш 
COM _ 
BEEN ASLEEP 

FoR 20 

HOURS. 


I WONDER 
IF MY AUNT DE NR 
18 HERE? THE Y : : 5 
боқты небі "E : £ «ФУ SHES peso: ON 
WHO ARE THESE 4 - . 2211 3 | eee és m 4 ee 5 
PEOPLE? У. ИН Е 2 3 х Е. СКЕ 
¿ қ = ИЙИШИ, б мо і 
i и А 2. OUT OF HERE! Ай 


x 
= 


THAT NIGHT 


2 


T'M GOING то а- 
КСК HER й HEY LEFT 
WW THE FACE A FEW fo o 5 ME FOR 0690, 
2 са / BUT I DIDN'T 
DIE. T FEEL OKAYI 
ILL TAKE A TAX! 
То A MOTEL AND 


= - ШЕГЕ T xc FLY You To SEREN] 
E V FAR AWAY FROM HERE. WHERE 


m m: = 
ШИЛГИ = 
ШШ THE NEXT MORNING 


г ШШ 
ІШ 5 
i WAS MURDERED, BUT (ТЕҢ ||)! 
| B OW 
ГА DOESN'T MATTER. І! | 
MISERABLE. TILL 
) ШЕ BE MISERABLE 
| І JUST KEEP GOING 1 
AROUND IN CIRCLES IN | r7 TNR 
А МУ LIFE. WHY ARE : 5 | 
THINGS 50 POINTLESS 
AND du Wed d 4 
CONTINUE и 9 = | yv 
HAVE ANY MONEY. Hans Да [Tr 
IM GOING То HAVE): || ROAD: Tr: Ы our OF ITS 
То TRY TO HITCHBIKE || CRYING ' } SERT. I WISH 


HOME! 


II 
it 


ИИ 
ІШІ 
| 


EW DoLL 15) 


CONDS LATER a 2 
50 NICE. SHE REALLY |, 
MAKES МЕ Ft TO 


"= а Д ñ 

2% d 

Now Im HAPPY. 175 Ñ 

AS SIMPLE AS THAT. L V 

DON'T CARE ABOUT JORDAN 
OR ANYTHING ANYMORE. 
I JUST FEEL CONSUMED 


985 Mark Beyer 


| ee 
MAUS, A Survivor’s Tale 
5 УМ ОР 5 І 5 


Art Spiegelman makes a series of visits 
to his father, Мадек, a Polish Jew living 
in Queens, to gather information for a 
book about his parents’ life during World 
War Two. Anja, the author’s mother, 
committed suicide in 1968. Vladek’s sec- 
ond wife, Mala, is also a Polish concen- 
tration camp survivor. Мадек and Mala 
don’t get along. 

Vladek tells Art that he married Anja 
Zylberberg in 1937. She was not espe- 
cially pretty, but very bright, and from 
a wealthy family. Vladek moved into the 
Zylberberg household in Sosnowiec, and 
his father-in-law set him up with a textile 

factory. In 1938 they had ason, Richieu. 

In 1939 Germany invaded Poland and 
Vladek was called to the front where he 
was soon captured. As a Jewish prisoner 
of war he was treated poorly, but after 
six months he was released and he man- 
aged to return to the Zylberberg house- 
hold. 

Food was severely rationed and the 
family lived on savings. Vladek illegally 
bought and sold goods on the black mar- 
ket until several of his acquaintances 
were hanged for similar offenses. The 
family’s situation worsened. In the sum- 
mer of 1942 one third of Sosnowiec’s 

30,000 jews were “deported,” including 
Vladek’s father. З 

Vladek tells Art that Anja kept diaries 
of her experiences. They were lost in the 
war, but she rewrote what she remem- 
bered after her liberation. Art searches 
for her notebooks without success. 

In 1943 the Jews of Sosnowiec were 
relocated to the nearby village of 
Srodula, which was cleared of all non- 

Jewish residents. There was very little to 

eat in the overcrowded ghetto, and the 

“deportations” continued. Мадек and 

Anja managed to send Richieu to live 

with Anja’s sister in another ghetto 
where the boy would be зайег. However, 
when that ghetto was eventually liqui- 
dated, Anja’s sister poisoned herself, her 
three children and Richieu, rather than 
be taken to Auschwitz. 

As the situation in Srodula worsened, 
Мадек and Anja, together with А) 
parents and nephew, built a hiding place 
in their attic, and sneaked out only to 
forage for food. A Jewish informer 
turned them in to the G 
parents and nephew were s 
witz. Vladek bribed a cousin of his on 
the Jewish Police, and he and Anja were 
allowed to stay in the ghetto to work in 

the only remaining factory, a shoe shop. 

When the head of the shop, another N N (©) 
cousin named Miloch Spiegelman, 

learned that the entire ghetto was to be 

liquidated, he took VI: 

eral others into a hiding place he had 

prepared. By the beginning of 1944 the 

ghetto was finished; even the guards had 

gone. 

The few Jews who still survived, equip-, 
ped with false ID papers, all sneaked out 
of the ghetto and went their separate 
ways. Vladek and Anja walked toward 
Sosnowiec, “but where to go? It was 
nowhere we had to hide . . .” 


1979 Jeffrey S. Kriger 
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This is chapter six, Mouse Trap, 
of a projected 200-250 page 
work-in-progress. Future appeared in RAW, are available (to new readers 
chapters will appear in RAW as only, please) for $1.25 each, postpaid, from 


A few copies of the previous chapters, as they 


RAW BOOKS, 27 Greene Street, NYC 10 
they are completed. Ñx и 


% ура» 


Another visit... 


ANYBODY HOME? 
“THE DOOR WASN'T 
LOCKED, 50 


x 


АФ IF V WERE JUST А MAID 
OR HIS NURSE ... WORSE ^ 


WEEN 
NS NE 


III 


HE ONIY GIVES МЕ #50% A MONTH. 
WHEN I NEED A PAIR OF STOCKINGS 


А HAVE ТО USE МҮ OWN SAVINGS! 


[ WHEN ! TRY то ARGUE WITH HIM 
ME MOANS LIKE HE'S GOING TO 


Y 
И Е 
HAVE ANOTHER HEART ATTACK: 2 


1 CAN'T BE SURE IF HE'S 


= $0 \HAVE To STOP! Й 


= 
= 
—/ 
ІРІ 


Wy 


[ИШ ШЇЇ 


NO. SN 
грок'Т KNOW. (ТЕН. You, 
ИМ Ат MY 


wal. zw 
1179; И 3 
AT LEAT А MAW HAG бом \ 
DANS OFF AND GETS PAID! 
m сте р 


Ш 


N 


ZU 


WHENENER | NEEDED SCHOOL SUPPLIES 
OR NEW CLOTHES MOM WouLD HAVE 
TO PLEAD AND ARGUE FOR WEEKS BE- 
FORE HE'D COUGH UP ANY DOUGH! 


\ FEEL LIKE ИМ 
GOING To BURST! 


Үм GONNA GET V но. 
SOME JUICE. 
WANT SOME? 


(ЛАУ) 


IT WAS A YEAR AND A HALF AFTER ANIA} 
DIED. HE TOOK ME 10 HER CLOSET, AND 
SAID: "ALL THESE ARE FOR You!" 


1 SAND I WOULDN'T \ 
TOUCH HER Ne 


E 


<Ñ 


1 | SWEAR, SOMETIMES 1 THINK HE MARRIED 
ме BECAUSE I'M THE SAME SIZE AS a An 


а HE'$ ALWAYS BEEN 
а UH- Ма IT 
Ч | 


N ТЕ 


Пхра 
MADE 
HUM THAT NC 


2 SOMETHING THAT WORRIES Me < 
(BOUT THE BOOK IM DOING ABOUT Нім. 


СА A | 
To ТАКТ SMAPS CAL gA š 


hl ALL OUR FRIENDS WENT THROUGH 


THE CAMPS, Lichen m КЕ Шы 


МЕ WANS HE'S JUST LIKE THE ВАСІ 
ATURE OF THE MISERLY OLD JEW 


1 MEAN, ИМ JUST TRYING | EVEN РОВ, HE HAS HUNDREDS OF THOUSANDS 

To PORTRAY MY FATHER | HIMSELF HE 4 OF DOLLARS IN THE BANK, AND 

ACCURATELY! HE LIVES LIKE А PAYPER! 6” 
^ № У, 


AN | 


LOOK! не GRABS PAPER TOWELS FROM | | 1 wish вот MOM's STORY WHILE SHES 


REST ROOMS 50 НЕ WON'T HAVE To WAS ALWE. SHE WAS MORE SENSITIVE, 
BUY NAPKING 4 


OR TISSUES? WATE ( \T Wovtp Give THE BOOK Some БА 


зн) JUST DON'T KNOW HOW SHE 
COULD STAND LIVING WYTH ни 


\DIDN'T KNOW YOU ARE UPSTAIRS HERE. FP [O I'VE ALREADY STARTED To 
1 WAS WATERING DOWNSTAIRS THE GARDEN. | SKETCH OVT SOME PARTS - 


ví m 
MALA AND бағ 
SUS TALKING. 4 i ие 
Agout MX Book... | ПІІ 


|| SEE, HERE ARE THE BLACK MARKET | 
И JEWS THEY HANGED IN SOSNOWIEC. 


КҮСЕ ЕТА 
ONT USUAL ) REPD EVER 
LY READ SUCH STORIES «/ SUCH Comics, 
WILL BE INTERESTED. У Any EVEN й 
AM INTERESTED. 


5 


(22 


У чан. вомерач You'LL 50) 
BE FAMOUS, LIKE 
+ WHAT S-HIS-NAME? 


WHAT CARTOONIST 
COULD You KNow? 
WALT DISNEY 72 


р ү 
AND HERES YOU, SAYING: 
“ACH. WHEN I THINK OF 
THEM, IT STILL MAKES 
Е CRY! 


[orcourse You % 


ARE INTERESTED. | MY STORM ВХ HEART, 
175 YOUR, STORY! | AND EVEN РАМ INTERESTED! 


HUNT "FAMOUS LIKE 
WHAT'S" HI5-NAME? 


V TO GET A PENCIL.» УМЕ 
JUST GOTTA WRITE THIS 
CONVERSATION DOWN , 

2 | BEFORE \ FORGET IT 


"COME- WELL ALLOFUS GO ЗУ 


То THE GARDEN-Yov'LL SEE I 
HOW NICE IT Looks THE боже on KAN 


SHE SEES MORE OFTEN THE 
HAIRYRESSER THAN МЕ SEES МЕ 


WHAT | SAID THAT'S 50 TERRIBLE? 
BELIEVE ME, YOU'D HAVE MORE 
FRESH AIR FROM THE GARDEN THI 

FROM А HUNDRED WARDRESSERS! 


OLYLADEK- 
STOP VT! 


па 
VF 1 SPN ONLY ONE WORD То HER, 
я дом: AWAN AN ARGUMENT! 


AGAIN ТО ТАЄ HAIR: 
ME | DRESSER? ONLY А 4 
WEEK AGO You WENT! 


You SEE HOW IT 157 ANN TIME | WANT Í 

То GO OUT FOR A FEW MINUTES HE 

TRIES To МАКЕ, МЕ FEEL GUILTY! 
I'm SUPPOSED то BE AT HIS % 
CONSTANT BECK ANP CALL! 


- 
YOU SEE WOW SHE 157 | C'MON, POR 

7% GO SIT 
WHAT HAVE \то 90, т са 


[ не SANS SHE WANTS то LEAVE ме!“ 


V TELL ТО HER: "507 пее ручне 
Вот, REMEMBER, 17% - 
WF YOU GO OVT, You CANT COME BACK! 


махає YOU SHOULD V ACH! 1 DON'T WANT 
BOTH SEE A MAR- | THAT А STRANGER 
(МАСЕ COUNSELOR, | SHOULD MIX INTO OUR 
gj 'RNPIE STORIES . у 
7 t 
T Ne 
У 
«“ 


й» 
au 


lt: 


[ To P LAWYER | TALKED, YEARS PGO- 


AND RIGHT AWAY HE WARNED To МЕ: 
'NLADEK- WATCH OUT. | SEE THAT , 
THIS WOMAN 15 MONEN-CONSCLOUS!" 


(һе ONCE MALA AND \ SAT WITH AUNT 

HELEN To HELP AGREE VS FOR A NEW 

WILL. BUT A MONTH MALA WANT- 
ED AGAIN TO CHANGE YT. 


{Sone iow Y v ЖЕ \ ALSO os 
Т KNOW 09 НА | р] 
WHAT ТО SAY. JA KNOW WHAT TO SAY! 


Ж? 7717 


Look. t смут STAY LONG Y | 


ABOUT YOUR WILL... 
TALK ABOUT HOW TO 


ALONG. ONLY 
GET ALONG BETTER. 


(t's THE MONEY! 


w'é сти Ñ 
L NEED То KNOW MORE | TAKE ALSO HERE 
ABOUT YOU AND ANIA.. A BLANKET. 


| 


@ 
% и 
KS 


И WAS STILL DARK 
OUTSIDE. We DIDNT 
КОМ WHERE To Ç 
WIDE OURSELVES... 


МЕ CAME То HER HOUSE NEAR TOWN. 
OFEN UF, JANINA! QUICK! Y мно" 


RICHIE'S GOVERNESS ALWANS || 
OFFERED SHE WOULD HELP це. М 
Z 


р7222222727:227272272227727 


MY GOD! IT's THE Y 
SPIEGELMANS ! 


SSS 


SSS SSS 


МИ at 
Ши 


4 rm 


МХЕ WE SHOULD TRY MN FATHER'S 
OLD HOUSE. THE JANITOR, HAS KNOWN 
OVR FAMILY FOR YEARS. 


AY 


WAKE UP MR. LUKOWSKI. А 
LETUS IN-PLEASE!! (ДІ 
ARES! 
187217 
(Ы / 


ІШІ: 


LET'S TRY. WE'VE GOTTO GET 
OFF THE STREETS BEFORE DAWA! J? 


іза 


ANJA! ANIA 
ZYLBERBERG! 


= 


WAT- I'LL UNLOCK THE GATE. py 


f 
= РМ ni 
БА Wag А LITTLE SAFE, | HAD А CONT AND X, ЇЇ) { И А 
$0015, $0 LIKE А GESTAPO WORE WHEN Й Й НИ 
HE WAS NOT IN SERVICE. BUT ANJA -HER 
RANCE -YOV COULD SEE MORE EASY 


RAPPER 
ҖАЕ WAS JEWISH. | WAS AFRAID FOR HER. 


GO THROUGH THE CoURTYARD To THE SHED 4 
IN THE BACK: I'LL BRING NOU Some FOOD, THANK GOD THERE ARE 


WAY VEL STILL SOME KND PEOPLE 
r |Йө | “g LEFT. 1 THOUGHT — 
Cd: ГА 


па 


т Wa 


И 


> THE COURTY 
POLICE! 


Ei 
S <i 
- 


AST TO THE SHED AND HID IN THE $T 


ИТТЕ па 


BUT You MUST LOOK FoR A 
BETTER PLACE То STAY. 

SOMEONE HERE 15 BOUND 
TO RECOGNIZE You! 


DONT THINK ANYONE © 
р HEARD HER- SHE'S P 
LITTLE SENILE ANYWAY. 


V1 $ ALMOST MORNING. WAIT HERE. 1 WALKED, GUT 1 DIDN'T 
IM GOING OUT To SCOUT AROUND - KNOW WHERE TO GO. 


Ss 


й 


= 


== 


WE WERE a 
NONE HE AMCHA? 


> SPOKE = 
Al) а | 
"Al "gus 


DE 


IN HEBREW HE SAID 
то ME, "OUR, NATION?” 


-M WIFE AND | HAVE BEEN 
HIDING IN SOSNOWIEC A 
FOR OVER № YEAR, 


Г THERE ARE VERY W 
FEW OF U$ LEFT... 


Go To THE BLACK 
MARKET он VE- 
KERTA STREET, 
NUMBER 4. 


BUTIT WAS NOBODY . 


WANNA Buy SOME FOOD 
WITHOUT COUPONS, MISTER? 


EN Z 
n А s 
5 с 2A 
aN | ЕД à 
SHE SHOWED-To ME SAUSAGES, | BOUGHT AND WENT 


EGGS, CHEESE THINGS 1 ONLY VICK BACK To ANJA, 
WAS ABLE To DREAM ABOVT. С а 


V WENT AGAIN BACK To 
DEKERTA. THERE | COULD 
JEWELRY FOR, 
MARKS-AND MARKS FoR, 
Foo, a PLACE To STAY, 


ч р *» 

1 HAD TO GET BREAKFA! 105 А MIRACLE! How 
Loe you MANAGE та 

“ой, Е6097..оқ WOULD 

You PREFER CHOCOLATE 


9: 
A 4 


THIS TIME үт WAS MORE PEOPLE ... THERE EVEN, 1 SAW 
SOME NEWISH BOYS | KNEW FROM BEFORE THE WAR: 


Гикжк SPIEGELMAN?! | HARDIN RECOGNIZED You 


5о Чо" ВЕ STILL ALIVE, ЕН? 
[ШШ i 


УУ 


"VEO 7 Yes, VN À 
WITH ANJA. 


You AND YOUR 
WIFE CAN STAY 
IN MY BARN. 


«Р 
SWE HAS А SMALL FARM SHE MIGHT ene Мом У 
Он THE OUTSKIRTS OF Town| | IF YoU CAN РА 


THERE, \ DONT KNOW b "m 
Nov MUST SAN THAT THE BARN оо, )| 
NAS OPEN AND You JUST SNEAKED IN. й 


RR, 


V 
ul 


DON'T WORRY... WE 
Won't ВЕКАХ You! 


(а 


үт'$ ALMOST DAWN-WHEN MRS KAWKA Y | DON'T LEAVE ME 
Comes To MILK HER Cow, SHE'LL ALONE AGAIN. < 
BRING You SOME COFFEE. pí | ІМ TERRIFIED 

^ = WHILE. You'Re GONE, 


Г tt И 1 S I 
a А || EN i > YE 

AND $0 WE : 

To LIVE. МАТИ KAWI 


DON'T WORRY, АМОА SLL BE SAFI 
VF L DIDN'T GO OUT WE WOULDN'T 


Е "Ji | ANDWe've Gor vo X І-І BE OKAY, ` 
FOOD...WE WOVLYN'T HAVE THI. 


FIND A WARMER, ) COME BACK QUICK. | 
PLACE FoR THE А 


f 


TRAVELED OFTEN WiTH 
THE STREETCAR То TOWN- 


у ANA 
uy 


| 


) 
ІІ) 
IT WAS TWO CARS. ONE WAS ONLY GERMANS AND li 
OFFICIALS. THE SECOND, YT WAS ONLY THE POLES. 


—. 


ALWANS | WENT STRAIGHT 
IN THE OFFICIAL САВ 


THE Po- 
LISH CAR THEN COULD SMELL IFA POLISH JEW САМЕ IN, 


АТ THE BLACK MARKET \ SAW SENERAL TIMES А NICE 
WOMAN, WHAT | MADE А LITTLE FRIENDS WITH НЕЇ 


боор MORNING, Ш um 
MR. SPIEGELMAN . | 
ДЕ” ҰМ 


HOW AGOUTA Lon | 
OF FRESH BREAD? 


Hou) PO You DO, NIRS. MOTONOWA! WHAT 
vo You WAVE IN Your BASKET TODAY 7 


Он. UM SoRRY Y (T'S ORY... 
1 Don't HAVE KEEP IT FOR, 
HOUR LITTLE 


HE WORKS wà GERMANY, AND 
ONLY Comes HOME FoR 10 J 
DAYS EVERY 3 MONTHS сг, 4 
TLL KEEP You HIDDEN INTHE 


LT 


И (4 
у, 
f 
‘a? 1 Hin 
Ady | ip, 1 > 5 ққ жы у 
1 WALKED WITH MoToNowa дея 22, 22 я 
AS IF SHE WAS MX WIFE. ИД any ANIA, LIKE N GOVERNESS, WENT WITH THE 
О Ep AB TILE BOY BEHIND, AND Кобоуч EVEN LOOKED oN 05. 


WE НАР HERE А LITTLE COMFORTABLE..WE HAD WHERE 70 АТ 


REMEMBER, LITTLE ONE-NEVER TELL ANYBODY 
THERE ARE JEWS HERE . THEY'LL SMOOT 95 ALL ДІ 


ER Я 


Хоу HAD то PAY MRS. MOTO- 
МОМА TO KEEP You, RIGHT? 
Z| PAID AND 
М 


А PAS 


«WHAT YOU THINK? Ў 
SOMEONE WILL А56 
MEIR LIFE FoR NOTHING? 


С 9 
а 


И ть. РАХ Nov ТАЄ Rest 4 
TOMORROW, AFTER | Go OUT 
AND CASH SOME VALUABLES. 


Л 
2 


mi PAD ALGO FOR THE FOOD 

WHAT SHE GAVE To 05 FROM 

HER SMUGGLING BUSINESS, 
% 4 


ў 


N 


SN 
Бо 


Д 
И 


Ç 


IN WS SCHOOL THE BON WAS 
VERY BAD IN GERMAN. 
50 ANIA TUTORED To HIM. 


AND SOON HE CAME OUT 
WITH VERY GOOD GRAVES, 


MY TEACHER ASKED ME 
HOW I IMPROVED 50 MUCH. 


Mt MOTHER 
WAS HELPING МЕ. 


SHE KNOW GERMAN 


|| LIKE AN EXPERT, 
уа Р | 


BUT IT WAS A FEW THINGS HERE Нот $0 GOOD... HER HOME 
МА VERY SMALL AND IT WAS ON THE GROUND FLOOR и, 
(Quick: GET IN 


-|7 ве. sure о кєє? AWAY FROM THE Mie совето 
Winpow— You MIGHT BE SEEN! 


BUT I HAD SOME- 
WING ALLERGIC 


т ALWAYS p 
НАР ТО SNEEZE. 
7777202757 227277222 1 


ONE SATURDAY MOTONDWR RAN VERY EARLY MINUTE! You've вот To LEI 
BACK FROM HER BLACK MARKET WORK. 2 7 Г 
2 ЈА 


STILL, EVERNTHING HERE Was FINE, UNTIL 


THE GESTAPO 
WST SEARCHED 
МЕЛЕ Took 
MY 60695! 


WE'LL WALK TOWARD 505- 
NOWIEC - AT LEAST WE'LL 


OF COURSE V WAS RIGHT- THEY 
DIDN'T MEAN ING oN U$. 


ix, 


RA, BUT IE WE TURNED A сов: 
NER, THEY ALSO TURNED, 


i18 


x 


INS 
NS 


SINING ON ME STREET ALL , 
NIGHT 15 T00 PANGERDYS ЕЙ 
MAYBE WE CAN HIDE IN ВЕ ean р 
THAT CONSTRUCTION SITE. | В CAREFUL 


F 


| Y 7 
\ UMPED FIRST ү, Выру И F - à 
PULLED OVER BRICKS FOR. = 
ANJA то STEP DOWN. ЩО AND HERE ме WAITED A 
g ПИРЕ coro FEW HOURS FoR THE DAY. 


IT STARTED TO BE LIGHT... 


COME. WE WON'T BE 
NOTICED IF МЕ. MIX 
МҮМ PEOPLE OVT 4 


Z 
ЖД 
IM 50 TIRED 
(егі со со Ж ХА 


НЧ 
м PIS То ну; fice 

я Со! 
VAS WERT INSIDE. 


WELL~ | GUESS You CAN STAY. 
BUT, REMEMBER: 


V DON'T KNOW 
МОЈЕ HERE! 
Ж tHe тебе 

MANE... 


T 


SHE TOOK ANIA INSIDE AND BROUGHT TO ME 


SOME FOOD.-IN THOSE DAYS 1 WAS 50 STRONG 
\ COULD SIT EVEN IN THE SNOW ALL NIGHT... 


-W 


WHY, MRS. SPIEGELMAN, 


| Youre SHIVERING! 


Чоу) CAN COME INTO MY 
MOUSE FOR AN HOUR OR 
50, TIL You WARM UP 


Two PEOPLE | KNOW SMUG- Н 
GLED THEM INTO HUNGARY. J REALLY?! 


| HEARD HE AND H1$ BOY 
Tunes CANT BETHIS Y vou KNOW, BEFORE 


WERE DOING WELL THERE. 


SHE TOLD ME THESE TWO ү | DON'T GET IT... NO. FoR A LONGER TIME IT WAS BETTER, 
ACQUAINTANCES VISITED | WASN'T HUNGARY} У THERE IN HUNGARY FORTHE JEWS: 
OFTEN To HER ON THURS- / AS DANGEROV: BUT THEN, NEAR THE VERY FINISH OF THE 
DIN EVENINGS... TODAY 4 AS POLAND? WAR, THEN ALL GOT PUT ALSO To AVSCAWITZ. 
WAY MANGE А MONDAN 


1 WAS THERE, AND I SAW YT. 20 MANY, IT WASN'T EVEN ТАҢ AT THAT TIME , WHEN 
THOUSANDS- HUNDREDS oF ROOM ENOUGH To BURY У WAS THERE WITH KAWKA, 


THOUSANDS BE deus e OM, ( | THEM ALL INTHE OVENS. | \ WE COULDN'T KNOW THEN. 


Е 


^ | WENT NEXT DAY To PRAISE MARY. You" 1 
OH GOP! ON Соў! MR: SPIEGELMAN, ү l ии РЕКЕ 4 
You'Re ALIVE! I'm бо GLAD To $€É You . $o GUILTY ABOUT CHASING 


You AND YOUR WIFE OUT, 


THE GESTAPO NEVER ЕЧЕН | ANIA WAS GLAD 
CAME то MY HOUSE. Y JUST OF GOING BACK. 
„ PANICKED FOR. NOTHING. AND MOTONOWR 
ALS0.-ALWANS | 
PAW HER NICELY, 


BRD THAT ЗАМЕ. NIGHT we n 
му Gooye (c TO КРЫМА AND 
WENT AGAIN To SZOPIENICE.. 


AFTER WE WERE BACK ONLY A SHORT TIME. 


IF HE KNEW You WERE HERE HE'D 
THROW U5 ALL OUT. BUT, DON'T WORRY... 
Nov'LL BE ALL RIGHT IN MY CELLAR. 


[Hose AREN'T RATS. THEY'RE VERY Я / OF COURSE, т 
SMALL. ONE RAN OVER МЧ HAND ЈИ у {| VERA RATS. бт oh 
BEFORE. THEY'RE JUST MICE! Z EH То FEEL MORE EASY. 


МЕ BROUGHT ANY FOOD. А 


BUT, THEN, MOTONOWA STOPPED “To COME DOWN. 
17% BEEN 3 DANS SINCE | HERE.HAVE AN- 


№50, HERE WE AND No PLACE WHERE To WASH, 
50 ANJA GOT ON ALL HER SKIN A TERRIBLE RASH. 


1 DON'T KNOW WHAT'S WORSE- DON'T scRATCH! 
THE HUNGER OR THE ITCHING. 


Ум SORRY 1 COULDN'T GET 
DOWN BEFORE-MY HUSBAND 


15 GETTING 50576105, л 


HE ASKED WHY 1 66 To THE CELLAR 52 OFTEN - 
HE EVEN ASKED iF 1 WAS HIDING JEINSHERE ! 
“НЕ WAS JOKING BUT STILL 


ARE YOU ALL | THERE ARE RATS, GIANT 
RIGHT HERE?) RATS! THEYRE HORRIBLE! 


AFTER THE TEN DANS 
HER HUSBAND LEFT, 
IND SHE TOOK US BACK. 


WELL- YOU'RE BETTER OFF WITH THE 
RATS THAN WITH THE GESTAPO. 


AT LEAST THE RATS WON'T KILL You! ДЕ 


= 


(| nx» SHE LIS RIGHT. WE WERE 


Яга) 

z H | ШАРУ 
BUT | DIDN'T FEEL SAFE HERE. 
үт WAS TOO MANN WANS SoME- 


BODY couLp FIND u$ OUT. 1 WANT- 
q ED 10 GO BETTER To HUNGARY. 


$0, WHEN YT CAME THURSDAY, | WENT IN THE DIRECTION 
TO TAKE А STREETCAR То SEE KAWKA IN SOSNOWIEC - 


7 (соок) ЛА ИЛА 
= я zn) 


En, | 


< ји о NN 
ІНАУ To PASS WHERE SOME CHILDREN 


WERE PLANING. 
SS ES с 
THE MOTHERS ALWAYS 


то $o: "ВЕ CARE 
FUL! 


ELP! Mommy! 
PE ЕМ! 


EAT You: 
1” $0 THEY TAUGHT To 
“THEIR CHILDREN - 


0, 


"me СИ IF 1 RAN AWAY THEY, WOULD 
Тау TO А P Д Y SEE NES, vt / А ЗЕ HERE." 
Г 1 D 


ДЕ. 
| 


Т | | Ам af 
jl 1 2221 | 


DON'T BE AFRAID, LITTLE ONES. N 
ГМ NOT A JEW. | WON'T HURT YOU. 


LAS 


wv 


ENT ME EXPERIENCE | 
COST ME REALLY 


WHEN 1 ARRIVED TO KAWKA, THE TWO SMUGGLERS 
WERE THERE TOGETHER, SITTING INTHE KITCHEN.. 


d 4 

LLL) 577 — 
PLEASE WAIT IN THE OTHER ROOM-THEY'LL SEE YOU $00N , — [| VLAVEK 

Па q ш 


С лий Ш. 
m Q Й, Е 4 Si N М 


%” А 
nm. de esf / 
= me). 


ЗА UGHT PASTRIES BACK WHEN IT wag mE GHETTO, ABRAHAM 
eee онтоо тда т РА WAS А BIG MEMBER OF THE JEWISH COUNCIL. 


THIS аў MY UNFEWAND Y HI ] | were тека то Y - o HUNGARY?! 
Хоу KNOW МУ NEPHEW.. WHAT Мом GET OUT OF POLAND- j YES. ANIA АНУ 1 


А ер js 
је i 


NIE, МА Y YECH KENN DIE FRAU FAWKA,UPER) 
DENKST Мес GIN МА ZICHER VEGEN 1 
DIE? DIE ZWEI. да сее 
= 3 Gus в. > "m 


* AND AT ТАЄ BORDER OUR PARTNERS 74 
WILL TAKE You = =. MOUNTAINS. 


€— IT'S RISKY | 
ЕЕ mp VERY EXPENSWE! Wi * | 


seul ри 


HERR MECH TSE | YECH GEL КОРЕМ мит 
ZE\. NL ALLES VET ZEIN BESEDER, МЕСА 
VIL SCHREIBEN TSE РЕЧЕ. 


THE OTHERS WART To THINK 
ABOUT IT А LITTLE LONGER, 
Фот UM READY то GO NOW. 


Й Listen! UU go First. $ everything 


is okay, М = back to you: 1 AGREED WITH МАМРЕНЕРЮМ To MEET Асып 


Й ге [. W М HERE. if IT САМЕ А боор LETTER, WE'LL GO, 


k =- 
ч «ДЕ 2 
‘Ext T 
(5 m 


K 
Ж 23 


16 


BUT IF EVER I TALKED DF THIS PLAN To ANJA- Р 


A 
лики | 


BUT IF WE HEAR, FROM ABRAHAM— 


24 


WE'RE SAFE HERE- 
1251 ABOUT 
HUNGARY! 


BUT WAAT Do WE DO ЈЕ THE GESTAPO 

COMES To SEARCH FOR ILLEGAL Goops? 
Pin WHAT ХЕ А NEIGHBOR NOTICES US 

THROUGH THE KITCHEN WINDOW 7... 


IN HUNGARY WE COULD BE FREE ТО 
WALK THE STREETS AGAN, LIKE 
MUMAN BEINGS... "МЕ ALWAYS 
TAKEN CARE OF YOU- TRUST МЕ. 


“ус нар AWFUL Y 
WE HEAR THAT OUR, 4 NIGHTMARES ABOUT 
Your TANP- 


WHAT МЕ RER HUSBAND FINDS OUT ABOUT 057 
ENEN THE Box COULD LET SOMETHING SLIP! 
TAS WAR COULD LAST ANOTHER, Ч oR S 4 


И Dow po vr, MR SIEGELMAN IT'S 


NOT SAFE! You DON'T KNOW 
YTHING ABOUT THESE SMUGGLERS. 


Мәден HELPED ME IN SRODULA. MANBI 
NOW, IF HE NEEDED, | COULD HELP НІМ. 


A WENT THE JANITOR BY TROLLEY 


ү 


A 


Фа 


THE SANTOR, (А ТИЕ House 
MILOCH OWNED, SHE WID NOW 
HIM AND 14 FAMILY; GUT 

-DH BOY- HE WAS IN А SU 
TION WORSE AG \ COULD IMAGINE! 


1 HAVE SOME COMPANY а 
UPSTAIRS: V CANT TAKE You 
TO Мирей UNTIL THEY LEWE. 


fal 


WE'RE ALMOST OUT OF VODKA. 
BRING SOME MORE, MENKA. 
= 


Е TALKED, AND THEY 
Ч BELIEVED V мм HER cousin. | 


IF YOU DON'T Рут ANOTHER BOTTLE ON ME Z R 
TABLE RIGHT AWAY, We'LL TELL THE GESTA 
PO ABOUT THE JEWS You'Re KEEPING 11 


You SEE? YOUR Cousin KNOWS 
Hou) To ENTERTAIN GUESTS! 


WE DRANK AND WE PRANK- 
ONLY NEAR MIPNIGHT 
FINALLY THEN WENT HOME, 


РА nwr BRING GARBAGE some Y 
(| NEIGHEORS DON'T Сет SUSPICIOUS. 
Zell PESE MILOCH. YOUR го Ы 


COV$IN 15 НЕВЕ. 


р> 


INSIDE THIS GARBAGE HOLE WAS HERE SEPARATE? 
A TINY 5 — MAYBE ONLY 5 FEET DI 6 FEET, 


LISTEN- ANJA AND 
| МАХ ВЕ GOING 


HUNGARY!.. 


гЕ/22224722222122 


HOW CAN You LIVE THERE? 
You MUST BE FREEZING ! 


WE HANE NO CHOICE. 
AT LEAST OUR BUNK- 
KER i$ UNDERGROUND... 


ИЦ. COME AGAIN WHEN 
\ HAVE MORE NEWS, BUT 
11'S VERY LATE NOW- 1 

MUST GET BACK HOME. 


š AND | WAS LUCKY. NOBODY 
MADE ME ANY QUESTIONS 
GOING BACK To SZOPIENICE. 


(TWAS IN YIDDISH, 
AND IT WAS SIGNED 

REALLY BY ABRAHAM, 
Я бо WE AG! 


>. [notno! No! У 
Вот үг ALL AR- 11% зом KIND 
RANGED. УМЕ EVEN TRICK! 


BE REASONABLE. 

1 SAW ABRAHAM'S 
LETTER WITH MY 
OWN EYES 1 у, 


КӨ 


"DEAR BUNT AND UNCLE, LEAVE THE DPX ATER GA 
EVERYTHING 15 WON- Lenten НЕ ЛАО Ме Е emi 

DERFUL HERE. | AR- TOCE TRAIN STATION. 

RIVED SAFEL. I! н г 

AND HAPPY. DONT LOSE 

FA A MINUTE. JOIN МЕ AS 

зоок A$ Чоо CAN. 

Gs LOVING NEPHEW, 


боб I 


50, (WENT ONE мове Time | BUT FOR ANIA ANDI, 
OVER To моей IN AIS GAR | g = g 
BAGE BUNKER AND DIRECTED 


HIM How HE MUST GO TO Й PN TRILLEN CAR To OUR MEET- 
É] ING POINT WITH THE MANDEL 
BAVMS AND THE SS 


ду 


а. A gil á 
Ба ТҮ 7 III 
AND, YOU ком), MILOCH AND an | 


ЗТОМЕММЕ РАЎ НЕ... 


WZ WIFE BND BON TWEN ALL (е 
SURVIVED THEMSELVES THE IAS CRY, 

WHOLE. WAR. SITING THERE | BEA w 
не WITH МОТО Ном А... 


00 You HAVE THE REST OF OUR PAYMENT? Ñ [WERE 15 “e's PHONG AHEAD TO ха 
р Your ерме MEN WHO WILL MEET You AT 
ME CORPER. HE'LL фон US 
phonon -DONT WORRY! 


WE TRAVELED LESS THAN AN HOUR TIL WE CAME 4b BIELSKO-BIALA. HERE 
\ USED To HAVE МҮ FACTORY. AND HERE THE SMUGGLERS | 


Е: 
"Tom vr WAS пие, тъ 
THEM TN ME Я 


U 
WE PASSED THE MARKET mee мымб WE BOXER То Ear, 
AND PASSED EVEN THE STREET WERE WE USED To LIVE, 
AND We. CAME тч. THE PRISON AND THERE THEY PUT A: 


ТАРО А SMALL BAG TO TRAVEL. WITA A SPOON HE TOOK OUT, LIT- 

ы IT WAS THIS WATCH 1 Сот 

E тне пенек» мено IN TLE BY LITTLE, ALL THE POLISH: | сбора FATHER IN-LAW WHEN 
WELL WELL... GOLD WATCH, ә 


[| ІШІ 


Шық yi 


m 4 
Ti | WELL, NEVER, MINY.. НЕМ 
ше о TOOK vt AND THREW ME WITH 
E MANDELBAUM INTO А CELL... 


3 РА, MANDELBAUMS NEPHEW! ) (YES. ULL TELL You How wT 
WHAT EVER WAR MES. HE НЕ THE SAME WAS WITH HIM- GUT NOU ИМ 
РЕЧЕР To ABRAHAM. AS че То CONCENTRATION ERW. TELLING HERE INTHE PRISON... 


HERE WE GOT VERN LITTLE To ERT-MAYBE SOUP 
ONE TIME і DAN-AND WE SAT WITH NOTHING Te РО, 


N WEEK OF, 50 7 
ATRUCK TAKES SOME 
OFTHE PRISONERS AWAY. 


* 
Й 


с. 


Lim 


MN FAMILY JUST SENT ME A FOOD PARCEL. 
IF 1 WRITE BACK THEY'LL SEND ANOTHER, 
BUT WE'RE ONLY ALLOWED To WRITE GERMAN. 


Nov DID A GREAT JOB! TAKE ANYTHING 
MOU WANT FoR You AND YOUR FRIEN 


4 


Ne 2 
Р | KNEW WELL то WRITE Й 
GERMA! 1 WROT 


, 2 


IT WAS EGGS TAERE „АТ WAS EVEN CHOCOLATES, 
sol WAS VERY LUCKY To GET SUCH Goopies! 


ПЕЙІЛІ! 9 


HERE, DARLING. | HAVE У 
A SENT FOR You 


HAD о \ Gor 
wy Lan Us LESTER 


AND WE m HERE то: TUE то 
„УД CAM? BUSCHWTTZ.. AND WE KNEW THAT FROM 
¿ WILL NOT COME OUT ANYMORE. 


(Жш у ае 


МЕ KNEW THE STORIES-THNT THEY WILL. GAS US | 
AND THROW 05 IN THE OVENS, THIS WAS 1444. 
WE KNEW EVERYTHING, AND HERE ше WERE, MEI 


MN AND ылри EACH IN A 

\FFERENT DIRECTION, AND WE 
COULDN'T KNOW IF EUER МЄ LL 
SEE ЕАО OTHER МАМЕ AGAIN. 


WE GO UPSTAIRS ANP SEE IF 
WE CAN FIND HER, NOTEBOOKS... 


NO. Nou'LL NOT FIND tT. 
BECAUSE | REMIND то 
MYSELF WHAT HAPPENED... 


-AND WHEN THEY OPENED THE 


ITE 
YES. $0 IT WAS.. У Қр Mice EI One, 
WRX , WOMEN To ТАЄ OTHER WAY... 


Г THUS 15 WHERE Mom's DIARIES Y 


WILL BE ESPECIALLY USEFUL. 
THEY'LL GWE ME $ОМЕ \DER 
OF WHAT SHE WENT THROUGH 
WHILE You WERE APART. A 


МЕЦ 
You've 


Pi ee 


ју 
ГА 


THESE NOTEBOOKS, ANP OTHER REALLY 
NICE THINGS OF ТА 


J 


SHA 
ХУ 4 
Ai AR 


1 


И 


AFTER ANJA DIED \ HAD To MAKE. CHRIST! T YES, 1175 А SHAME! FOR, 
AN ORDER WITH EVERYTHING... SANIT! Nou ЗА YEARS THEN WERE LIN- 
THESE PAPERS НАР 100 MANY FANT, AND Youn, ING THERE AND NOBODY 
MEMORIES. 501 BURNED THEM. і ENEN LOOKED IN. 


ЛА | п eee 
а < 24 “Ұй, 
`. 
ar 
E 


ща 


DID You EVER READ 
АМҸ ОР THEM? м. 


To YOUR FATHER You ЧЕ. BUT, UM TELLING You, AFTER THE 
IN THIS WAY 7... TRAGEDY Witt MOTHER, | WAS 
Your IPs $o DEPRESSED THEN, | DIDN'T 

Ы) KNOW IF үм COMING OR I'M GOING! 


TELEPHONE ТО МЕ... 
You OULD VISIT HERE 


Come. FIRST VP- | мо. REALLY. D 5o. 
STAIRS FOR А | BETTER GET GOING 
LITTLE COFFEE. | RICHT AWAY,,. 
| МА 
р 


MORE OPTEN-DON'T Bec 
STRANGER 


2 


Б 


III 


Е 


E 


Soe 
ез 
Ee 


[/ ecint SLUGCO! 


Крат сяг? 
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The following story was written in response to the illustra- 
tions. Artist Scott Gillis worked sporadically on this sequence 
of drawings over a period of seven years. The editors of RAW 
considered them for publication several times but always 
felt they'd work better with a text. The editors prepared 
layouts with very specific word counts, and sent these, along 
with the pictures, to author Greil Marcus who wrote copy to fit. 


оша feel bad too if every time you fucked 
someone he had to die, | don't even get to 

` pick them, the eunuchs do it. They dope 
them up so they babble all night long. Some 
of what they say is pretty interesting. But 
it's not like they're ever talking to me, if you 
know what 1 mean. 

| remember what happened with this one. I did the 
trick on'him: that's when | cut a little hole in the sack 
of his balls, put in a tiny plastic straw, blow air through 
it until the scrotum swells up like a balloon, cover it 
up fast with a Band-Aid, and then suck him off. Usually 
it makes them shut up for a while. This one vomited 
all over me. The eunuch got up from his stool in the 
corner but | made him go back. This had never hap- 
pened before and | wanted to see what would happen 
next. 

He asked me who I was. That had never happened 
before either. The drug they give them just makes them 
talk about themselves, starting when they're about 
three years old, and by the time they kill them in the 
morning they're still kids. 

1 didn't know what to say. What was | supposed to 
say? I'm a princess and you've died and gone to 
heaven? Ha Па. | told him it was a test. 

He seemed to understand that. He began to run his 
hands over my breasts. He didn't notice the vomit. I've 
been waiting for something like this, he said. Are we 
still in Italy? How long have you been with them, you 
don't look old enough. Is this your regular mission? 
Does everybody take a turn? 

Then he fucked me. It took about a minute. When it 
was over he sat up, grinning, proud of himself, as if 
he'd passed. That's not it, | said. It's him. You've got 
to do it to him. 

He looked at a tattoo on the inside of his left thigh 
as if he were wondering how it got there, and then ав 
if he remembered. A double crescent with letters in a 
script | didn't know. Then he rubbed the tattoo, not 
hard, but the way he'd touched me, and went over to 
the corner where the eunuch was sitting. The eunuch 
pulled his knife and this one kicked it out of his hand, 
hit him in the face, and kepthitting him until he stopped 
moving. Then he went through the eunuch's clothes 
and found the syringes. He brought them back to the 
bed, the knife too, and put it all down between us. | 
held out my arm and he shot me up. Then | shot 
him up. 

We could barely move, and we couldn't stop talking. 
I remember all of it, but | don't always remember when 
it was him talking and when it was me. It was like we 
were in each other's minds. or like our minds were 
down between us with the needles and the knife and 


we didn't have anything to do with our minds. we were 
just watching them talk. 

It started out like this: which was worse. hot or cold. 
would you rather burn to death or freeze to death. he 
said freeze to death. And if you had to die how would. 
you want to die, and if you were going to kill yourself 
how would you do it, | said jump. Who would you like 
to kill if you could kill anyone in the world and get 
away with it, and how would you do it, and would it 
be better to do it so no one would ever know, drop. 
the person in a lake in Canada, or send the head 
through the mail to someone whose face you'd want 
to see when they got it, except whoever that would be 
probably doesn't open his own mail, he has someone 
else to do it, a secretary, or because of the letter- 
bombs. The drug was wearing off so | removed the 
Band-Aid and blew him up again and made him move 
the knife in me very slowly while | made him come. I'd 
read about that in a book. 

He began to act very manly, in charge. He got on 
top of me even though he was still soft and told me 
that no matter how beautiful it was between us we'd 
never be able to see each other again, not at least until 
it was all over, and when | asked him what it was he 
just kept talking about how the work was more impor- 
tant than any of us. | really began to wonder where 
they'd found this one. 

The eunuch got back up then but | waved him away. 
| want to give you a tattoo to go with the one you've 
got, | said. | took the knife and reached into the drawer 
in my bed table for some heroin. 

He pulled away. There can be no others, you know 
that, he said. He was looking around the room for his 
clothes, he didn't remember that he'd been brought 
in naked. | waved for the eunuch and he came over 
and grabbed this one from behind. | held the knife on 
this one. All right, he said, all right. It doesn’t matter 
and I've done it before. The eunuch let him go. This 
one sniffed a little of the powder and then he fucked 
the eunuch. | cut into his back as deep as | could 
without getting sick and | rubbed more of the powder 
into the blood. All could think of to make was across. 

1 felt very romantic. Now you'll always:have some- 
thing to remember me by, | said. The eunuch got up 
and went back to his stool. 

Usually | leave the room in the morning and then 
they take them somewhere else and kill them. This 
time | said | wanted to watch, and | wanted them to do 
it here. All they did was give him another shot. So | 
took the rest of the heroin, took a bath, and began to 
get dressed. That's when my mother came in, and | 
went running down the hall to meet her. | didn't want 
her to see the vomit around the edges of the tub. 


1 must have started with my father's secret 
police. 

“Those morons!” he said. "I told the 
Palace—when was it?—that we would provide 
the lovers. | still cannot understand why they 
insist on providing their own. The princess 
has had sexual congress with one of the ter- 

rorists. We can't keep them out. 

"She is only a receptacle—a receptacle for anonym- 
ous scum and whatever words go with it. The words 
shouldn't matter—you've heard the tapes, you know 
what nonsense the drugs make them talk—but this 
time it didn’t seem to work, and it was the worst time 
for it not to work.” 

“We have the film,” said the second man. “You saw 
her take the same medication he was given—and the 
heroin on top of that. She's not used to it, she can 
remember nothing.” 

“You,” said the first man, “are a fool, | ат а fool, 
This place was established as a refuge. Our neighbors 
favor us our borders because they think we can main- 


tain them. If they learn we cannot, their police will 
follow and their police will stay. The Princess is not a 
human being, she is а set of blown fuses, and she 
could say anything. It was all new to her last night: 
she watched him die. They talked to each other. We 
cannot be certain she will not blow one last fuse, and 
any scandal will deprive this place ofits hegemony.” 

“Do you think,” said the second man, “that she 
would join them?” 

“There is no chance. They would never have her. 
They know an animal when they see one. They are 
careful; they are serious. They are not like those Amer- 
Кап insects who took the Hearst prostituta. They'd 
kill her the minute she contacted them.” 

“But there is a chance of her leaving us. And that 
we cannot control." 

“So,” said the second man, “then we —" 

"No," said the first. “If the mother lives another year 
the King will be a vegetable, and enough will be 
enough. Too much will be too much. We replace a 
scandal we cannot manage with one that we can.” 


1 have feelings just like everybody else. Of course 
my mother knows what | do, or what is done to me, 
or what happens—t don't know how to say Й. Some- 
times | think what happens is only to make her forget 
what my father did, while she watched, her hands 
buckled to the wall, her eyelids held open with tape, 
then with stitches, so she couldn't close them for as 
long as it took. 

1 didn't want my mother to see the vomit, you 
wouldn't either. | collected it from the side of the tub 
and smeared it once more over my body and watched 
it wash off and eddy again to the porcelain like the 
flotsam of a shipwreck at low tide, and as | ran toward 
her | wished it all away. For her. 

Of course, | don't really know her. I've just seen the 
pictures—not the Palace pictures, not those, ve seen 
those too, but mean the old pictures, with those won- 
derful men, they're almost all dead now, but not be- 
cause they were with her, she was so perfect! She was 
everything a woman can be to a man and yet she gave 
up nothing! 

But because my father is not my real father, she has 
never been able to act as if she were my real mother. 
It was the same with all of us: he watched whie some- 
one else fucked her. People fucked her unti it took. 
‘And when she was pregnant, he loved her, touched 
her, cooed over her, talked to her. 

When we were little we were given drugs tc weaken 
our skin, so it could be shaped to make us ook like 
him. lt didn't last long; we had to go every меж to the 
room for what they called massages. Later, when we 
were old enough to fuck—old enough to beed, old 
enough to butcher, as one of them said onc? when | 
fucked him—we had plastic surgery to make us into 
his children. | read once about the Man in the Iron 
Mask—whoever our fathers were should havebeen so 
lucky, 

So after | ran down the hall to meet her, ту mother 
took me into my father's room. She has to krow! she 
said, as if we didn't. As if the eunuchs didn’ talk, as 
if cutting off their pricks and giving them the hormones 
were the same as cutting out their tongues. We can 
lick their asses and make them tell us anytling. It's 
time! She's not your daughter! She's a human being! 

Та heard it lots of time before, but I'd never heard 
my mother so mean it. She could only loveme with 


They put her liver in my 
lap and her womb in my 
mouth. | threw up. | 
shocked them. They'd 
never seen a princess 
throw up. І had. 


her back turned. 

My father screamed back. He made his mouth into 
the ‘О’ that | remembered from back when he sucked 
the dildo he fucked me with, the special one with the 
button | had to push when he said Yes that made the 
‘come come out, real come, | don't know where they 
got it 

My mother was fat. She was not my mother anymore, 
not the woman in the pictures. She looked less like 
her than | ever will. So she stood there screaming at 
ту father, who stood there sucking his invisible dildo, 
and | felt like 1 was sucking it, | felt my mouth close 
around it. 

Finally he sat down behind his desk. He masturbated 
into a wine glass. She watched, | didn't, after | saw 
what he was doing. | ran. The last thing | heard him 
say: She'll want to be my daughter. But | already was, 
1 knew it. 


wasn't afraid. I knew they had orders. Scare 
her. Find out what she knows. 

In fact | knew a lot. 1 knew the last one I'd 
been with was a killer. | knew who he wanted 
to kill, how he wanted іо kill,them, how he was 
going to kill them, how he wanted to die, how 
he thought he was going to die. 

First they brought the woman over in front of me 
and tortured her. While they were cutting her they tried 
to make те eat her. They put her liver in my lap and 
her womb in my mouth. | threw up. | shocked them. 
They'd never seen a princess throw up. | had. 

Later | found out what everybody thinks they know. 


Headlines about princess DISAPPEARS, TERRORIST INVOLVE- 
MENT FEARED, All of it made my father look good. I'm 
sure you remember. 

They never physically hurt me, never raped me, 
never even threatened me. In a funny way it was silent. 
They just did what they did. A lot of drugs, a lot of 
bodies, a lot of organs, a lot of children who'd been 
told to beg me for their lives and who | had to watch 
getting cut up. 

1 have feelings just like anybody else. | didn't want 
to see what happened to them, | didn't want it to hap- 
pen. But that wasn't the point. There was nothing | 
could do, The point was to keep me safe. I'd heard 
them talking when they thought I'd be too crazy to 
listen: We're not to touch her. We're to let her go when 
it's over. Let her talk, The Palace went too far and now 
we're to go farther still. Let her talk, she's supposed 


to talk: no one will believe а word of it, and по one 
will believe anything else she says. Our orders are to 
fill her with impossibility. 

| knew it was because of that last one. | thought 
about him. He told me the idea was to kill a lot of 
people so that whoever would live could really live. 
The death of a few means few will die. Something like 
that. He said that if he had to die he would want to eat 
himself to death: a table covered with oysters, pasta 
with anchovies and wild mushrooms, mussels stuffed 
with goose liver, a whole calf's head with the top cut 
off so you could scoop the brains out with a spoon, 
the eyes removed and baked with garlic and parsley, 
a whole bottle of brandy, a baron of rabbit, а haunch 
of venison with risotto, peaches in fresh cream with 
little wild strawberries around the plate, then chocolate 
poured all over my body, and into it, so he could lick 


if off my breasts and out of my cunt. | didn't tell him 
he was getting his wish. 

But he said that wasn't how he was going to die. He 
was going to die with a lot of other people. He said 
Italy was dead. He and his comrades were going to 
make it live, He wouldn't see it happen, but | would. 
So maybe | saved him from that. 

| didn't save the children, | was ready when they 
taped up my eyes, glued them. | thought about other 
things. When they gave me the pieces | tried not to 
throw up again, but | couldn't help it. 

Christ, it wasn't so bad! I knew they couldn't hurt 
me. They didn't know what I'd already seen, what I'd 
already done. l'd left a thousand warm corpses in my 
bed. I'd had the sperm of a thousand dead men in my 
throat. I'd had a thousand dead babies between my 
legs. There was nothing they could do to me. 


ven though | knew his body was some- 
where in the Palace | couldn't help looking 
for it at the railroad station. | ripped my 
clothes and smeared some of the blood 
from the walls оп my face and arms. | didn't 
want to look out of place. 

It was easy getting to Bologna. They had 
tied me to a chair and left me in the room with the 
pieces but the ropes were loose and the doors were 
unlocked. It was just some apartment building. | was 
supposed to wander around in a daze, be found, be 
taken back to the Palace, go to the hospital, tell the 
doctors and my parents and anyone else whatever | 
had to say, get well, pose for pictures, marry some- 
body. You know | did. It's not like | had anything else 
to do. But first | wanted to see what it was like to fuck 
‘someone | picked. 

The first car that stopped for me was really a big 
truck driven by a woman and her son. | told them | 
was running away from home and that the border 
guards would be watching for me, | don't have much 
of an imagination. They laughed and gave me some 
wine: They said | needed a bath. Near the border they 
stopped, got out blankets, laid them down across the 
engine, had me lie on them, closed the hood over me 
and tied it almost all the way down with twine. A few 
minutes later we were out of that phony country and 
into Italy. 

| hadn't even thought to ask where they were going 
and before | knew it we were in Florence. | got out and 
a few minutes later three rich boys іп an Aston-Martin 


picked me up. Right then | didn’t care where they were 
going and | didn’t ask. 

Did | want to go to a party, they said. Did | like to 
dip do-nuts, ha ha. When | didn’t say much they 
switched back and forth between Italian, French, En- 
glish, Spanish, Swiss-German, and sometimes even 
Latin. 

In Milan | decided to stop. They gave me money. 
about 50,0000 lira, said I'd have much more fun in 
Como where they knew how to get cocaine, and blew 
me kisses. They hadn't touched me except to take my 
hand as | got in and out of the car, and | don’t think 
they were faggots. I'd had a thought of having the 
small blond one do it to me in the ass, but not all three 
of them, and not in the car. 

| had to be in Bologna in three days. | was tired of 
traveling. Milan is dull. It looks dull. It feels dull. The 
Sky was yellow. It was just right. | sat in cafés in the 
cheap shopping districts, rode the bumper cars at 
night in the amusement park, walked down the streets 
to see how long it would take me to find one that ran 
both ways. | spent two days getting lost, usually end- 
ing up a block or two from where | started. 

The last night at the park | met a man at the cars. 
We really met when | smashed him head-on апа almost 
knocked him out of his car. He chased me around the 
divider until the ride was over and then as if we'd had 
it planned we both ran to get more tickets and kept at 
each other. After a few more rides he winked at me, 
pointed at a car with two spinsters in it, and we 
smashed it together from both sides. 


He was about forty, well-dressed—everybody else 
was in work clothes or dowdy. | was a mess but he 
didn't seem to notice. We had a drink and he said he 
had to leave, he was due in Bologna the next day for 
a lecture. He was a college professor. | told him I'd 
like to hear him lecture. 

| fell asleep in the Fiat. It was already light when | 
woke up. His right hand was under my dress. | let him. 
Do it, he said. | took off all my clothes and rode naked. 
He told me to turn so my ass was facing him and he 
shoved his forefinger in. Then | saw him push in the 
cigarette lighter. He hadn't smoked sincel'd met him. 

1 pulled the lighter out and threw it out the window. 
He kept his speed steady and unzipped his pants. | 
reached for his prick and he hit me. /t's mine, he said, 
it's none of your business. Then he drove along as if 
nothing had happened. In a few minutes he came with- 
out ever touching himself. | put my clothes back on. 
In Bologna he stopped just outside the university, 
thanked me for a wonderful evening and said he hoped 
we might see each other again sometime. The torturers 
should have been so weird. 

I went to the railroad station. My idea was to go in 
just before, wait, see what it looked like when it hap- 
pened, and die or not die. | didn’t not care. It was the 
biggest choice | could think of to make. I'd wanted to 
choose who | wanted to fuck and so far | hadn't found 
anyone | wanted to fuck or could. So | chose this. 

At the entrance to the station | saw one of the men 
from the apartment room where they had kept me and 
two men I'd seen once or twice from the Palace. So | 


went to look for another entrance and the bomb went 
off. Then there must have been ten more. He'd only 
mentioned one. They seemed to come from 
everywhere. | ran back to the entrance and it was com- 
pletely blown apart. 

Inside there were bodies all over, people all over, 
people screaming, strange moans coming from the cor- 
ners. But it was like the room for me. For me it was so 
quiet. | went up to a boy who was reaching out to me 
and his arm came off in my hand. | gave it back to him 
and kept walking. It was too late to choose anything. | 
зам a woman’s foot and put it in my purse. A man was 
going through the crowds of bodies. He had a gun. 
Three times he stopped, found someone, poked him, 
and if he moved, shot him in the forehead. When the 
troops arrived he threw away the gun and lay down on 
the floor with his arms out. | saw him clench his jaw 
and fake blood poured out of his mouth. When | walked 
by him he caressed my ankle and laughed at me. 


I'd had enough of Italy. The last one hadn't been in 
the station. Sometimes | could almost convince myself 
everything had been a fake, that he'd left the Palace 
alive and gone where he'd said he was going. But | 
would have found him. And when Га found him | would 
have walked right past him. 

On the ‘edge of the city | buried the foot. | got a ride 
from a man in a green Mercedes. He was about fifty, 
bald, fat, an American tourist on his way to Marseilles 
for the bouillabaise. In Genoa he stopped at a hotel 
and asked if | wanted to sleep with him. | said yes. 


Downtown women 
looked at me as a whore 
and | felt like a princess 
for the first time in my 
life. 


He laughed all night. Everything we did was like 
playing. | stood on his stomach and giggled when the 
fat rolled out and then he squeezed his sides and 
pitched me off. The bed was soaked with our sweat. 
He came in my hair and then washed it himself with 
Head & Shoulders shampoo. He asked had | ever been 
to Seattle. He said | was better than squid. 

We crossed into France the next day. When | asked 
him to hide me in the trunk he didn’t say a word. | got 
in and he broke the lock. The border guards didn't 
bother him and a few kilometers later he pried the 
trunk open with a hammer and we rode on in the front. 
Past Toulon he told me he was meeting his son in 
Marseilles and | would have to go my own way. He 
gave me 300 Francs—for squid, he said, and a new 
purse. 

I felt like | owned the world. | walked through the 
streets into every neighborhood. The whores glared 
а! me аз a straight and | knew they’d never know half 
of what | knew. Downtown women looked at те аз а 
whore and | felt like a princess for the first time in ту 
life. 

| went into a restaurant and ordered squid three 
different ways. | bought a picture postcard and sent 
it to the Palace: Having wonderful time, wish you were 
dead. | signed it with a smile face. | bought scissors 
and cut my hair in a museum bathroom. | met a punk 
and went back to the place he lived with a dozen other 
girls and boys and took speed and fucked him once. 
When everyone was asleep | took clothes from all over 
the room and left. 
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You know what | liked about punk? It’s that song / 
am a Cliché. | AM A CLICHE, it ought to read. Bigger 
than that: у 


am, adhe 


It was one of the first ones. The other side of Oh 
Bondage Up Yours, which | like too but | don’t sing it 
to myself all day. It was by X-ray Spex, really two girls 
called Poly Styrene and Lora Logic and some boys. 
They were younger than | am. They're Hare Krishnas 
now. 

| heard it walking down a street near Saint Sulpice 
in Paris. There’s a little punk record shop and. the 
sound was coming out of the door. | went папа bought 
it before it was over and made them keep playing it. 

. Then | took the record out of its jacket and walked 
down the street tossing it up in the air and catching 
it. By the time | got back to my room it was all scratched 
and dirty and I didn’t care. | didn't have a record player 
anyway. І was so happy. 

It was so funny. I'd never heard anybody talk like 
that before. / am a cliché, | don’t even exist, there's 
nothing you can do to hurt те, | am а zero, | can start 
from nothing, you made me up out of your fantasies 
and reality is up to me. Пеапей my head out the window 
and screamed it. 

I went to Paris because the punks in Marseilles were 
stupid. | liked the clothes. The punks were stupid in 
Paris too. All the freedom was in the music and that 
was better than nothing. 

For the first week | just rode the Métro. I'd never 
been on it before. Of course I'd been to Paris all my 


o 


life. From the Meurice we'd go to Maxim's and then 
we'd go back to the Meurice. 

1 collected money for the singers in the Métro cor- 
ridors and kept half. When | got enough I'd spend it. 
Once | thought of going back to Maxim's in my leather 
and studs and demanding our table and signing for 
the check but the food there always made me sick: 
having to watch my father eat. One night І walked down 
the river to the Tour d'Argent and looked up at the. 
lights in the dining room and remembered the little 
metal tag they'd given me when | had to eat pressed 
duck. Mademoiselle, you are the recipient of the four- 
thousandmillionbullshiteth duck to be served by this 
establishment, and we are proud to offer you this token 
of the event. | am a cliché. | had a lot of money that 
night and | walked up the block at the beginning of 
Boulevard Saint Germain and into a little noisy place 
with friendly waiters and people having fun. They made 
fun of my accent, they had a liquor bottle with a dead 
snake in it and platters of pig's feet that | couldn't eat. 
They had écrevisses cooked in so much garlic and 
butter you bit right through the shells and ate every- 
thing. When someone at another table tried to eat them 
with a knife and fork all the waiters stood around his 
table and acted like he was from Mars. 

І went home with one of the youngest waiters. He 
was about 25 and gay. He showed me how to put my 
hand and then almost my whole arm up to the elbow 
into his ass. | felt like a doctor. He wanted to do it to 
me but | made him stop at the hand. He kept asking 
me if | could come. When | woke up he was gone and 
I trashed his apartment and left. 

I stuck my tongue out at the Mona Lísa, which was 
the only thing ГА ever seen at the Louvre with my 
parents, | found Alfred Jarry’s address on rue Cassette 
and spent days in the Jeu de Paume. | stole a bicycle 
and worked as a messenger. | was raped three times 


in the street and killed-the fourth man who tried with 
the knife I'd bought after the third one cut a line be- 
tween my breasts. | cut out his heart and carried it 
until | found a dog to throw it to. One day | bought ten 
copies of my favorite record and scratched off the 
labels and left them on doorsteps. 

І saw a movie that lasted an hour and a half and all 
it had was a white screen when people were talking 
and a black screen when they weren't. There were 
about twelve people in the theater which maybe held 
a hundred. | think everyone was asleep after twenty 
minutes. On the soundtrack, men and a woman spoke 
like they were tired of being bored but couldn't think 
of anything else to be. 

The poster said it was made before | was born, the 
most radical film of all time. It caused riots here and 
in London. To see this film is to prove one’s courage, 
Said the poster. | was surprised more people weren't 
there, maybe they already knew it was a joke. But it 
was new to me. 

| liked it. After a while, | began to look forward to 
the shift from silence/black screen to talking/white sc- 
reen, or even vice versa. The segments were all differ- 
ent and halfway through it was suspense when the 
change would come. Atfirst! was sure it was a mistake, 
the projector had broken and the man in the projection 
room was too wiped out on Quaaludes to notice, then 
| thought it was building up to porno or a mushroom 
cloud, then | went along with it. It was about Paris, 
before | was born. It was about me. We were going to 
make the bridges jump, one of the men said, but the 
bridges got their own back. | saw people jumping off 
the Seine bridges, even though you can't kill yourself 
that way. | saw people practicing suicide and still 
meaning it. There was nothing on the screen, just 
white. Then black. | decided the white screen to show 
speech and the black screen to show silence was ra- 
cist. The last lines came down like a cloud: We're living 
like lost children, our adventures incomplete. The sc- 
reen went black and after ten minutes it was still black. 
| got up to leave and then І sat down when there was 
no fin. | sat there for another quarter of an hour and 
then the film ran out, the lights went up, and the usher 
went down the aisles shining his flashlight in the faces 


| 


of the sleepers. The cleaning woman said | could sleep 
in the office and | did. 

I was alone in Paris. | was alone for the first time in 
my life. | had my own room and | could earn money 
anytime | liked. Once | brought a boy back to my room 
and talked for hours and told him to leave and he did. 
Once | brought a boy back to my room and fucked 
him the minute we closed the door and told him to 
leave the minute it was over and he did. Once | wrote 
а long letter to my parents telling them everything | 
thought and sent it. Once | wrote to Poly Styrene and 
Lora Logic at their Hare Krishna temple in London and 
they wrote back saying that abortion was a crime 
against Krishna. But РІЇ never need one anyway. 

One day І walked past the Meurice and | wanted а 
soft bed. | wanted a massage. | wanted flowers in my 
room and chocolates on my pillows and a man who 
would be dead in the morning. | went into an alley and 
stuck my finger down my throat and made myself 
throw up but | couldn't help walking past the hotel 
again and wanting it all. 

In three days | fucked fifteen men and ten women. 
Nothing helped. | spent all my money and walked up 
to the first person | saw on the rue Fabergé and asked 
her for a hundred francs and she gave it to me and 
patted me on the head and said Dear, | can tell you're 
from a good family, you're going through a phase, wait 
until it's over, and go back to them. | had never felt 
so much like dirt, not even the first time they brought 
the first dead man. | waited until night and found a 
bum passed out drunk and undid his clothes and 
sucked him and sucked him and couldn’t even make 
him hard. Two days later | was back at our border. | 
sat there in my punk clothes and looked at the guards 
and they looked right through me. Finally | went up 
and told them who | was and they made phone calls 
and they came and got me and that was it. You know 
the rest. 


I've been back for years and I've tried to tell the truth 
but you still don’t know what happened. Having a won- 
derful time, wish you were dead. | am a cliché. | still 
don’t have a record player and the new ones still won- 
der what I'm saying when | come. 
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Godzilla speeds through downtown Mongo in his Honda Civic 
and almost smashes into seven samurai robots drinking sake 
mixed with Pepsi in front of a topless pachinko joint. They bow, 
turn up their Sony Walkmen and lose their faces in a teeming 
horde of kamikaze geisha girls strumming electronic koto synthe- 
sizers. 

America loves Japanese fashions. America loves Japanese 
management techniques, sushi bars, massages and toys. The 
two capitalist dinosaurs embrace (“eye jobs” are Japan’s most- 


performed surgical procedure), and their lizard-tongues in- 
tertwine in a soul kiss (misspelled and mangled English adds 
zest and hipness to most Japanese printed matter: Drink “Pokari 
Sweat” soft drink in your “Rumpin’ Pumpkin” T-shirt while walk- 
ing past а “Try to Have a Nice Day” poster in the world's largest 
and most modern shopping mall). 

But, in spite of countless books and magazine articles explain- 
ing us to each other, we still find each other fundamentally, 
um, inscrutable. Japan reflects back aspects of American culture, 
but their Fun House mirror images only serve to point out our 
own cultural assumptions. The following semi-informed blurbs 
are random shards from that mirror. Meanwhile, round-eyed 
Astroboy (that Mighty Atom) flies out of the Hiroshima mushroom 
cloud and shouts out “Try to have a nice day!” 
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ARIGATO, 
MR. ROBOTO 


The latest electronic 
technology is only as 
modern as the culture 
that's putting it to use. 
While Americans develop 
a mechanical bull for 
urban cowboys, a parking 
lot in Japan has a robot 
whose sole function is to 
bow and say "thank you" 
to patrons. 
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importance the Japanese place on rank and social 
position is reflected in the language itself. When speaking 
to a superior or an inferior, one uses a whole different 
vocabulary—Japanese is ill-suited for conversations among 
equals. 5 

When two people meet for the first time, they exchange 
business cards. These cards—by listing their employer, their 
position and last, their name—should enable the two stran- 
gers to figure out which one is the Bigger Deal. But there's 
a catch: good manners require that the Littler Deal present 
his card to the Bigger Deal first. This is dealt with by the 
simple expedient of trying never to meet anyone new unless 
an intermediary has arranged the details in advance. 

In the Middle Ages, samurai warriors didn’t carry busi- 
ness cards, but they did introduce themselves to each other 
with a lengthy recital of their vital information: the lord 
to whom they were pledged, their rank and their ac- 
complishments. Only after determining that they were 
worthy of each other could the warriors proceed to slice 
each other to bits. Such niceties worked well enough among 
friends, but when the samurai had to do battle with Kublai 
Khan’s mongol hordes, the invaders would chop the 
samurai’s heads off before they could get halfway through 
their introductions. Talk about losing face. 


DISPOSABLE 


The Japanese are among the 


ARCHITECTURE 


Traditionally, the Japanese took 
down and rebuilt their wood and 
paper houses every twenty years. 
After WWII they were given a 
clean slate; American fire bomb- 
ings left very little standing in 
Tokyo. But, even though the 
buildings are now made of con- 
crete and steel, the Tokyoites 
have not gotten used to their re- 
lative permanence. Whenever a 
property changes hands the new 
owner demolishes the existing 
building to put up a new one. As 
a result, Tokyo is a catalogue of 
the past few decades’ architec- 


зако жеді 


most prejudiced of all people on 
earth. First off, Japanese have an 
intense loathing for all Asians— 
especially Koreans. (Chinese seem 
to be exempted for various histor- 
ical reasons.) Secondly, many 
Japanese have an irrational fear 
; and dislike of black people—espe- 
=| cially American blacks. Thirdly, 


Yosuke Kawamura 


A SLANTED POINT OF VIEW 


the superficial openness to wester- 
nets hides a profound, deep- 
rooted distrust of all foreign 
people. “We Japanese are of one 
pure race, speak the same lan- 
guage and are descended from the 
Gods,” is the never spoken but ac- 
tual perspective through which 
Japanese view themselves relative 
to other people. 


элшемеу гяпвод. 


LOST IN SPACE 


Most streets in Japan are not 
named or marked. Building numbers 
along these streets seem to be arbi- 
trary, more related to when they 
were built than where they are 
situated. Tokyo’s labyrinthine streets 
are as much a mystery to local resi- 
dents as to visitors; most Japanese 
cannot give directions to any place 
more than 100 yards from their home 
and do not even know the number 
of the building next door. This sys- 
tem—or lack of same—does allow 
as densely populated a city as Tokyo 
to feel private, since no one can visit 
without a detailed personalized 
map. This feels very natural to the 
Japanese, though it can be madden- 
ing to outsiders. After World War II, 
the occupying American Gls put up 
street signs with names like "Main 
Street” and "General Eisenhower 
Boulevard" and painted numbers on | 
buildings. This attempt at “moderni- 
zation” didn’t take, though. As soon 
as the “barbarians” withdrew, every 
one of the signs was taken down, 
and Japan returned to its traditional /| 
confusion. 

FUN FACTS TO KNOW AND 
TELL: The first Japanese to give a тар 
of Tokyo to a foreigner was crucified. 
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A VERY SUBTLE BLEND OF 11 DIFFERENT HERBS AND SPICES! 


The Japanese quickly adopted 
the American invention ‘of fast- 
food  chains—Kentucky Fried 
Chicken restaurants are almost as 
widespread in Tokyo as Sushi 
joints. The Colonel’s employees 
pledge allegiance to Kentucky 
Fried Chicken every morning and 


mom 


NIPPIN' THE HAND THAT FEEDS US 


Department stores occupy a far more central role in the average 
Tokyoite's life than they do in even the most devout Bloomingdale 
junkie's. Department stores are vast shrines to consumer culture, 
complete with food emporiums, well-stocked international book 
stores, one or more restaurants, athletic clubs with tennis courts 
and swimming pools, community colleges and museums (1). 

Seibu, the most "culturally advanced" chain of stores in Japan, 
has its own pro baseball team and owns railroad lines which end 
at the entrance to one of their Tokyo stores. The Seibu museum 
has recently been hired by the Soviet Union to curate museum 
shows for them. 

Seibu's response to the chronic need for new products and ser- 
vices in the Japanese consumer marketplace is to import “culture” 
wholesale from outside Japan and package it for retail use: Milanese 
furniture design culture, New York breakdancing culture, Parisian 
wine culture, and so on . . . The relentless rapid-fire and superficial 


SOCKS AND 
BONDS 


Japan's trade sur- 
plus with the U.S. has 
reached record highs, 
yet at least one Japa- 
mese product has not 
been threatened by 
American quotas— 
their ingenious SOCK 
UP, the garter in a 
can. Just one spritz 
and the instant spray 
adhesive will keep 


presentation of what is, more often than not, among the newest your argyles from 
and the best of these various world culture manifestations has even dangling down at 
been dubbed “Seibu Fascism” by some Tokyo young people. your ankles. Of 


course, this invention 
is most practical for 
those who shave their 


Cultural phenomena imported as grist for the Seibu mill have 
included Gary Panter, Mark Beyer, and RAW magazine. Seibu's 
publishing arm (yes, department stores publish books as well) has 


produced books by leading Japanese graphic artists, including Terry legs regularly, or 
Yumura and Yosuke Kawamura. Advertising for Seibu's newest and don't have much 
hippest cultural marketplace has been based on drawings by the body hair to begin 
recently rediscovered cult-cartoonist Sugiura, Shigeru. (See new with, 


and hip paid ad, page 51.) 


IT’S 10 AM. DO YOU 
KNOW WHERE YOUR 
HUSBAND IS? 


off with another woman, say. A picture 


Yosuke Kawamura 


TV in Tokyo is the typical modern 


media mix of news, variety, soap 
operas, good guys & bad guys, shoot- 
and-slice-em-up, talk, cooking, 
aerobics, and sex shows. Somehow 
the Japanese manage to watch more 
TV and still read more books than any- 
one in the world. But certain 
Japanese shows have a style all their 
own. One of their popular daytime 
programs is a sort of real-life version 
of Finder of Lost Loves. A desperate 
spouse or relative comes on the 
show—a wife whose husband has run 


КОКО 


NEXT FLAVOR 
FOR TOFUTT! 


Tokyoites are very fond of their native 
cuisine. Besides its ease of digestion and 
visual appeal, Japanese dishes often have 
a delightfully sadistic quality that makes 
people smile. One such dish is ‘tofu and 
tiny fish.’ А cube of tofu and tiny live fish 
are put into a kettle of cold water. As the , 
water heats up, the fish swim towards the 
center of the cool tofu to escape the heat. 
But, alas, to no avail. Soon even the tofu 


is undulating to the rhythms of the boiling 
water. 


GOING FIRST CLASS 


and description of the wanted man is 
broadcast, and viewers with informa- 
tion on him are asked to call in. The 
scary thing is they do, and the missing 
person is often located. The climax of 
the show is when the wayward hus- 
band comes to the studio and throws 
himself down in а tearful, ashamed 
apology. Or else, Geraldo Rivera- 
style, the TV crew will track him down 
in the local pachinko parlor, point an 
accusing camera lens at him, and re- 
duce him to an abject wreck. 


Because of the mutually dependent na- 
ture of life in Japan, an unusually high 
degree of social responsibility is extracted 
from each Japanese. If, for example, you 
were to end your life by standing in the 
path of an oncoming subway or commuter 
train, your surviving family would be bil- 
led, on a determined rate schedule, for 
every minute, for every passenger—de- 
pending on the time of day—that the pub- 
lic conveyance is delayed for clean-up. 
Because this fee can become quite high, 
potential suicides are encouraged to seek 
more solitary modes of exiting life. 
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have been given training in the 
more than twenty nuanced ways 
of saying "Thank You" to a cus- 
tomer. Whenever a new stand is 
opened, there is a religious cere- 
mony that includes the ble: 
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the site by a Shinto priest. 
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Fried Chicken 


commercials on television refer to 
KFC’s age-old “tradition,” going 
back to the pioneers. The sound- 
track consists of a choir and organ 
rendition of “My Old Kentucky 
Home” in Japanese. 
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CONVERSATIONAL ENGLISH 
FOR ADULTS ONLY (excerpis) 
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You have no disease, have you ? 


Man: “You look very healthy, so I guess you've 
no V.D., am I right?” 
В: (висине о мо, BMAD 
RAJN?) 
Woman: “Oh, no, no. What a thing to say! We 
have check up twice a week.” 
Ж: RATEN, к#Альобооскоф! 
-ANICZAFORELTENK) 
Man: "That makes me feel easy. Let's make 
one body and right away!” 
В: (Ueb bb U k. FH RLY боси 
HEWES 5 D 
Woman: "Oh, you think of nothing but yourself!" 
X: (Aro taenn 
Woman: “Don't you think it's sinful to show my 
nude body even to you?” 
Ki (bf LOM%, KEASUKICK TAES 
сен, ОЙДЕ ЕШ әд», Б) 
Man: That can’t be. On the contrary, it cer- 
tainly agree with the providence. 
B: батьку, EHECSD, еніне 
МОЖ о THS TLE) 
@JL4241 59 


256 UTHAL venereal spasm СЕЗБЕЙ 2 У 4 
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delightful discharge (HOA) 2152 acme 
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You're. 


a good gir Allow me [to do] that so that 


1 [may] get a good night sleep. 
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СОАСОН ЖЕ» k СЯ Ракам. 
Pity is akin to love. (ПИР СИЕ) 502% 
Сета о О 


(EX DAVESAIANTH. 


boy 74 FONT ту 7% 


Let 


“u aT 
my old man come into your 


тезах 


paradise! 


Man: 


я: 


“О.К. Then let my old man get into your 
gate of life right now.” 
(Gr-r-.thUel(osvE, B047 
FOMICANTHES HL) 


"Deeper. . . deeper. .. 


(6-Е... 62 EROELD 

'All right, I will." 

я: (рок, €)UCe24) 

“More quickly, more... .!” 

X: (65234, Беше LT... ВО 
Raise your buttocks. Raise it, I say, raise 
it higher. Shake it quicker, harder, don't” 
stop it. Don't! 
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ж BORBERART ГЕЛИЈ tp Azii 
5%, AETI Old man [4v] гозовта 
be (hic pin ГРУ); thorn Ги В; prick ГЬ < 
225150); cock [йй] 222455, 

paradise ГА ІЗКОРЕНФРАЛЬЯЧІО alter Г 
Ші; harbor [35 1; gate of life ГА ФЕЯ 1; сап Г. 
#5. 

ка E33 the Knight of the Burning Pestle 
(ВАЉА) AFORE) с, жи the Lady of the Red- 
Hot Mortar СІ АОЙЊА) 5022245. 


JI want you terribly’ 
bad, Let me риб 
my tongue between 

your lips. 


4) аз 49 7 gói тин 
Oh, you have а swell vagina! 


‘Oh, what pleasure! I shall die! 
CATH TSUHORS 3! зсеод і) 


Man: Yes, yes, I'm killing you, dear, but kill me 
too.” 
в: (£555, RHECSKE, B. МІНІ 
KC OHICE 3icUC <t L) 
Woman: “Ah, ah, ah....” 


ж: (5%, 55, 5%...) 

“{Pve] never seen such wonderful geni- 
tals.” 

(CARTES LEBER C EHO) 
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YOUR HIGHNESS) | 
THE PRINCESS 


VLL TAKE SOME 


ARE YOU LOOKING FOR 
THE PRINCESS 9 
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(THE ORACLE SAYS 


YOU MUST GO 


THIS PLACE 
УА IS EERIE! 
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THIS MUST BEY 
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TLL 90 THROUGH 
THE WINDOW! 


You SHOLLD NOT 
COME HERE/ 


HE LOOKS LIKE 
НЕ 15 FROM THE 
PALACE / 


GOOD JOB, 
BOYS / 
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TOKYO RAW 
DATA 


In spite of RAW’s internationalist 
bias—it assimilates work from 
France, Spain, Belgium, Italy, and 
Allentown—the only way we could 
integrate the Japanese work we've 
become interested in was Бу 
acknowledging its Otherness. Paris, 
Barcelona, Milan and New York are 
all stops on the same subway line in 
comparison to Tokyo. 

The artists we've chosen to spot- 
light are hardly the most representa- 
tive of the overwhelming Japanese 
comics scene. Japan's most popular 
comics—“manga” they call it—are 
magazines the size of small-town 
phone directories, published weekly 
in runs of one to three million. Rep- 
resenting over 25% of Japan’s pub- 
lishing industry there are manga for 
all tastes and ages. They range from 
epic length samurai-insect-robot 
tales for boys, through European- 
boy*homosexual love tales for little 
girls, to specialty items like "Мо- 
Panty Mah Jongg with the Tables 
Turned" for adults only. 


Teruhiko Уштига—АКА Terry 
Johnson, King Terry, Terry Flamingo, 
and Flamina Terrenogonzo—is pres- 
ident of Flamingo Studio. His 
graphics appear in major depart- 
ment store ads, on book jackets, 
magazines, shopping bags and T- 
shirts all over Japan. "Love, Sex and 
Violence,” he says “are my eternal 
themes. I'll be burnin’ and burnin’ 
everyday, all the time." He is one of 
the founders of the current trend in 
Japanese illustration known as 
“heta-uma” (literally skilled/unskil- 
led) which he calls "bad-nice art." 
Terry is fascinated by American junk- 
culture, especially psychedelic Six- 
ties and early Seventies "Now On!” 
romance comics. 


Yosuke Kawamura is also mad for 
Western popular culture—specifi- 
cally the red-hot rhythms of Latin 
‚American popular music, Salsa and 
Merengue. His passion for Hispanic 
music grew into La Tierra de la Salsa, 
a full-length study of the music and 
the people who make it. 

Kawamura describes listening to 
Los Vecinos, a merengue band at a 
New York summer street festival on 
165th Street and Amsterdam Av- 
enue: “The total scene is almost too 
much like a picture to be true. In 
spite of myself I have to hold back 
my tears. I still can’t tear myself away 
from this street corner. Millie and 
Jocelyn are my stars, but more than 
that they probably are the stars of 
this whole district. Feeling like a 
stranger here among all these fans, 
the stage seems endlessly farther 
away to me now. Well, we all die 
alone and separately and | should 
understand we won't always be to- 
gether.” 


Both Yumura and Kawamura ac- 
knowledge Shigeru Sugiura as their 
master and inspiration. Sugiura, 
born in 1908, has been drawing 
comics since 1932, and describes 
himself as a “visionary cartoonist.” 
He was especially popular in the Fif- 
ties and early Sixties, creating 
samurai, science fiction, ninja, 
western, wrestling and other humor 
stories for children. His Godzilla 
series and his peculiar adaptation of 
The Last of the Mohicans are sought- 
after collectors’ items. 

When noted comics historian and 
journalist Kosei Ono transmitted our 
request for work to Sugiura, the 
grand old master hesitated with sus- 
рісіоп. He said that years earlier he 
had worked for а local publisher in 
Kyoto. They didn't pay him so he 
vowed to work only for publishers 
located in Tokyo. Kosei Ono 
explained that RAW never pays its 
artists (it shares its meager profits 
when they occur). His suspicions 
completely allayed, Sugiura im- 
mediately agreed to draw a new 
strip, expressly for RAW. А 


Gary Panter tote bags, drinking 
mugs, notebooks and T-shirts are 
made and sold in Tokyo. A Japanese 
edition of JIMBO (RAW ONE-SHOT 
#1) was published and went through 
two printings. He is the only RAW 
artist to have a snack bar in a 
Japanese department store officially 
named after him. (When in Nagoya 
be sure to eat at Gary Panter Square.) 
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When Yoshiharu Tsuge’s 

Red Flowers was first 
published in the Oc- 

tober 1967 issue of 
САКО, a Japanese com- що 
ics magazine known for 
featuring unusual artists, | w RN 
it created a sensation. EN 
The story, revolving VEM 
around a fourteen-year- y 
old girl reaching pub- іш, | 
erty, is told with а sub- 

tlety more often as- 

sociated with haiku than 

with comic strips. Like 

much of Tsuge’s work, 

Red Flowers evokes 


pee M — 
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\ ‘ = з 
NN Ay 55555 7 ~ urban feelings of nostal- 
ñ M de A 
< j 
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"n gia for a disappearing 
rural Japan. Though un- 
> — > Я ZZ derstatement and re- 
> straint are as uncommon 
- = É у in Japanese comics as 
Cm 9 they would be in comics 
anywhere in the world, 
the tone of Tsuge’s work 
is specifically Japanese. 
Many of our Japanese 
friends recommended 
his work to us as 
unique—a new kind of 
literature or poetry—but 
they warned us that, like 
poetry, it is virtually un- 
translatable... 


1. Sound effect “Miin, Miin.” The droning noise of cicadas on a hot, humid 
summer day. The high-pitched chirping of these insects is а well-known 
evocation of summer in Japanese literature and poetry. 

2. Flag “Tea Shop.” In old Japan, isolated tea shops were common in the 
mountains as rest stops for travellers on foot. This shop is old and in 
disrepair. A well-maintained shop would have a straw roof. This one 15 
thatched and held down by sticks and stones. 


1. Sound effect “Miin, Miin” 
2. Sound effect “Whew” 


пвовза 


. Sound effect “Tonn” (WHACK!) А sharp: rap. 


Sound effect "Donn" (THUMP!) A softer rap. 


. Theyoung girl's invitation is presumptuous. It implies a scarcity of visitors. 
. Sign on jar "Candy" 
‚ Sign on counter "Sandals for sale.” The penny candy and the straw sandals 


evoke an earlier era when the mountain paths were well travelled. 


WHO 15 
THIS GUY, 
MASAJI 
FROM 
SHINDEN Z 


1. The old-time implements and the outdoor fireplace further show the rustic 
quality of the tea shop. A well-patronized shop would have hot tea already 
prepared. 

2. The young girl—and Masaji—both speak with a rural mountain accent. 


I CAME UP 
HERE TO FISH. 
VO YOU KNOW 


SM 0 уд" 


Meu, 


I DON'T KNOW 

ANY. WHY 

VON'T YOU 
ASK 

MASAJI 

FROM 

етажа 


HE'S A KID 
IN MY STH A REAL 
TROUBLEMAKER. 
GRADE CLASS. Це REALLY 
NAUGHTY. HE 
COMES HERE 
EVERY DAY TO 
TEASE ME- 
т DON'T 
LIKE HIM. 


HE MAY COME OVER 
SOON. WHEN HE'S 

LATE IT MEANS HE 

WAS BAD AND HAG 
TO STAND IN THE 


CORNER AFTER 
SCHOOL. 
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Sound effect "Sah" (SWISH) 


THAT'S 


НЕЕ НЕЕ. 
YOU'RE GETTING 


SOME HAIR 
DOWN THERE. 


Е YOU KEEP 
PLAYING 
TRICKS ON 
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DON'T BE THAT 
Nd LOOK, 
МЕ EVEN 
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BROUGHT you 
YOUR HOME- NEE 
WORK ASSIGN- р И MANES 
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1. IWANA and YAMAME are similar types of river fish, often caught for sport, 
much like trout. 
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1. Sayoko’s over-eager attitude implies that she considers the trifling sum of 


5 yen a significant amount of money. 


. Sound effect “Реком” A quick bow. 
. Sound effect "Мій, Miin” 
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SANOKO 
THINKS 


BY BITING 
PEOPLE. 


1. MAMUSHI: a common poisonous snake. 
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1. Sound effect “Sah” (SPLASH) 
2. Sound effect “Pota, Pota” (DRIP, DRIP) 


SAYOKO 
KIKUCHI ! 


I промт ІРО 
ANYTHIN G 
WRONG f! I 
DIDN'T DO 
ANYTHING 
WRONG! 4 


SAYOKO 
KIKUCHI. 


YOU'LL NEVER 


- Sound effect “Miin, Miin” 


- Flag "Tea shop” 
- Sound effect “Oshin-tsuku-tsuku. Oshin-tsuku-tsuku." The sounds of 
another type of cicada that appears in the late afternoons near the end of 


summer. 
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“Miin, Miin” 


1. Sound effect 
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SAYOKO KIKUCHI. 


1. Sound effect 


Y З N 
“| 

Oshin-tsuku-tsu ku.” 2 En p 16 ДНЕС aS 

: 4%- Е 49952: ЕЕЕ 

eG s t c о EQ ЕМ 5. үле е 

O50 8995 9X '5«9g мовы 

le Е s 8 ° 

hj aq fo dd в > G E оюобав 5 

5 4 од YS = мт wenns 

50 о во, 252593 

e G G а. © овес - 45-4 

ВЕНЕ ©З £ ë = 


| 
: 
t 


A fascinating world is in store for you. 


Forget all your notions of what a department store is like. And set your course for a totally 
unique experience in shopping. Come to Yurakucho Seibu. 

One stop inside will convince you that this is no ordinary place. It’s a window that opens on 
all the regions of Japan, and beyond to all the world. It’s a time machine that takes you back to 
the past you love to remember — and ahead to the future you’ve been waiting to see. 

Here, the displays, merchandise, service, surroundings and other innovative features combine 
to create a new concept in shopping. Which truly makes this “The Store You Can Use.” 

So come experience the store that sets the standard. Visit Yurakucho Seibu today. 


Stores, Ltd. The Seibu Department Stores, Ltd. The Seibu Department Stores, Ltd. Seibu Hong Kong, Ltd. 
3475, 1221 Avenue of The London Office: 4th Floor Haraby House, 12 Beijing Office: Dong Yi Lou, You Yi Ting 4, Peking Room 819, Hutchison House, 10 Harcourt Road, 
ЧҮ. 10020, U.S.A. Conduit Street, London W1, U.K. Hotel, Dong Chang An Jie, Beijing Shi, China Hong Kong 
Phone: (491)-4611—4 Phone: 50-7766 Phone: (23)-6675 


ores, Ltd. The Seibu Department Stores, Ltd. The Seiyu, Ltd. Molnerny, Ltd. 
bourg Saint-Honore Milano Office: Via Manin 3, Milano, Italy Chicago Office: Sears Tower, 50th Floor, Bcs 2080 Ala Moana Center, 1450 Ala Moana Вма., 
Phone: (65)-1292 50-65, Chicago, Illinois 60684, U.S.A. Honolulu, Hawaii 96814, U.S.A. 
Phone: 875-0152, 8583 Phone: (947)-7822 


The Seibu Group in Japan Seibu Department Stores, Ltd. Seiyu, Ltd. Seibu Urban Development Corp. Seibu Chemical Industry Co., Ltd. Seibu Credit Co., Ltd. 
Restaurant Seibu Co., Ltd. Aero Asahi Corp. Seibu Allstate Life Insurance Co., Ltd. А total of 2 research centers and 95 companies. 


EIBU 


Yurakucho Seibu Co.,Ltd. 
2-5-1, Yurakucho, Chiyoda-ku, Tokyo 100, Japan Phone: 03-(286)-0111 
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SUALARTS _ 


DAY, EVENING AND WEEKEND SESSIONS. BFA DEGREE AND NON-DEGREE PROGRAMS IN FILM, VIDEO, MEDIA 
ARTS (ADVERTISING, ADVERTISING BUSINESS, ART DIRECTION, COPYWRITING, MEDIA BUYING AND PLANNING, 
GRAPHIC DESIGN, GRAPHIC PRODUCTION, ANIMATION, ILLUSTRATION, CARTOONING), FINE ARTS (DRAWING, 
PAINT , SCULPTURE, PRINTMAKING), PHOTOGRAPHY, COMPUTER GRAPHICS, CRAFTS, ART HISTORY, 
HUMANITIES AND SCIENCES, ART EDUCATION, ART THERAPY, PRINT, BROADCAST AND CULTURAL JOUHNALISM. г 
SUMMER PROGRAM FOR HIGH SCHOOL STUDENTS. MFA PROGRAMS IN PAINTING, SCULPTURE, PRINTMAKING, s 
VIDEO, PHOTOGRAPHY, AND IN ILLUSTRATION AS VISUAL JOURNALISM. SUMMER PROGRAM IN URBINO, ITALY. 
_ FOR INI ORMATION: OFFICE OF ADMISSIONS, 209 EAST 23RD STREET, NEW YORK, N.Y. 10010, с 


